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■ veryone has to have guilty pleasures. Like all genre fans. 1 am nauseatingly devoted to select films 
some consider to be B-grade. senseless cinematic offal, gem'e debris, if you will. But to me they’re 
m tarnished gold. Being a gargantuan sci-fi fan as well as a horror disciple, 1 have to admit Tve 

always had a soft spot for movies that ally the two. Now it goes without saying that Alien, The 
Thing, Invasion of the Body Snatchers. The Fly. The Blob. War of the Worlds and The Hidden are all amaz- 
ing. but what of the movies on the opposite end of the spectrum - so far away from amazing they almost 
loop right around to become amazing once again? 

At the top of the heap are diddly sci-fidiorror delights such as XTRO. Night Beast. Angry Red Planet. The 
Incivdible Melting Man. Night of the Creeps, Lifefbive, The Being. The Manitou. Event Horizon and virtu- 
ally anything witli brains - Ihe Crawling Eye {cycloptic brain-bulbs with tentacles!). The Brain (a giant, 
toothy floating brain!). Fiend Wiihoni a Face (flying brains with spinal chords!). The Brain from Planet 
AmiLs {a disembodied, intcrgalactic criminal brain!). But nothing, not even XTRO’s /l//e/)-with-a-panther 
zanincss and fuil-grow’ii man birth scene, can rival the amorous affection I have for the peculiarly competent 
yet completely batshit bonkers 1981 Roger Corman-produced mind-bender CaliLxy ofTermr. 

1 rented this kooky bastard of a movie when 1 was a kid, mostly out of an attraction to that absurd mon- 
ster on the poster pictured lasciviously drooling over a fallen woman in a Vampirella-style getup. (That 
preposterous taglinc - ■’Hell has just been relocated!” — was also a fomiidable tease.) Even more preposter- 
ous: the creature on the cover never even appears in the film! When it was all over, the wfiole mess made 
me chuckle and beam in that l-love-Rogcr-Comian .sort olAvay. 

Alternatively titled Mindwxnp: An Infinity of Tenor. Planet of Horrors and Qttest. this bizarre, goiy. cheap, 
sleazy and metaphysical)!) intcrgalactic exercise in B-movie e.xcellence is difficult to describe. Imagine if 
Inseniinoid (released the same year) had space sex w'ith Battle Beyond the Stars (John Saxon!) and Bava’s 
Planet of the Vampires, while Ridley Scott's extraterrestrial masterpiece dropped in on the orgy for a cjuick- 
ie... and you're almost there. 

The set-up is unquestionably .-(//e/r-thieved; an insufferably ham-fisted space.ship crew (including a pre- 
Nighlmare on Elm Street Robert England and a posl-Spider Baby Sid Haig - more on him later) head out to 
a desolate planet to answer a distress beacon. Shortly after their arrival, they discover a bizarre space pyra- 
mid. In it. a long-dead crew rests, until their trigger-happy, hilariously named officer Baelon (Blue Sunshine's, 
Zalman King) enters and inexplicably zaps the shit out of the corpses with his vaporizer gun. After the res- 
cue team is killed off one by one. it's revealed the structure is in fact some bizarro death play den (master- 
minded by a guy called, er. The Master) (hat projects their worst fears against them as part of an elaborate 
mystical space game. 

Why the hell not?! After you've w'atehed Sid Haig prance around in a white tunic, deliver a singular 
auspicious line of dialogue (“1 live and die by the crystals.”), get attacked by said crystal throwing stars and 
hack his own ann off. you’re already in love with Galaxy of Terror. Then, like all great romances, a series 
of astonishing surprises follow. By the time you get to the notorious interstellar "maggot rape" scene — a lit- 
eral conqueror worm sucks off a woman's clothes and rapes her to death and she loves it (who wouldn't?) — 
that proudly recalls the fishy ra\ ishing at the opening of Humanoids from the Deep (another outrageous Cor- 
man-produced favourite), you're far off the deep end in love. It's pure cosmic horror bliss, baby. 

Did 1 mention future Aliens helmet James Cameron was unit director on Galaxy ofTenvrl And future 
Aliens star Bill Paxton decorated those surprisingly well-imagined sets? How about that genius dialogue? 
(Alluma; “Aren't you afraid?" Cabren: "Too scared to be.”) What else? Excessive gore, continuity errors 
aplenty, bad lighting, worse hairdos and even... space zombies! What more could you ask for? 

As much as 1 despise those fucking bootlegging vultures, one of them did right by me when they cooked 
an uncut, widescreen copy of Galaxy of Terror {ftom the Nelson Entertainment laserdisc) and dropped it on 
a table at a convention several years ago. 1 was thrilled to be able to rendezvous on the Planet of Horrors 
again, but am bewildered that it has yet to see a proper release. As such, it is at the absolute apex of my (mys- 
terious space pyramid-like) DVD wish list this year. 1 I'oimally beseech you, home entertainment distribu- 
tors: for the love of maggot rapists, please, /j/en.ve, PLEASE pick up Galaxy of Terror and make my new year 
a blissful one. 


Jovankata r/iefr. 
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FRANK DARABONT really did a num- 
ber on me with [The Mist\. I wasn’t looking (o 
be overly impressed (the first trailer actually 
had me giggling a bit the first lime I saw it). 
Not because of the silliness, but I thought it 
was going to play out too serious. 1 was mis- 
taken. It was played completely straight and 1 
was absorbed for two hours. I thoroughly 
enjoyed the setup, then moving right to the 
claustrophobic supermarket where the meat of 
the story is. Religious zealots, creepy Love- 
craftian baddies and just the scale of enormity 
of the situation they were in had me hooked. 
Maybe I'll change my two cents after letting it 
digest, but I have to say 1 don't think I've ever 
gotten this much enjoyment out of seeing a 
King adaptation in theatre. 

Tom A. (a.k.a. Xonibi) - Kitchener, Ontario 

YET AGAIN I am severely disappointed 
with your lack of coverage on the Festival of 
Fear. 1 attend the c\'cnt every year and 1 antic- 
ipate more than just a couple pages of photos 
within the future issue that contains the FoF 
report. As an attendee. 1 have seen ju.st about 
every celebrity in some fonn or another at the 
Festival, whether it be at their autograph table 
or at their Q&A. However. I am not able to 
make it to every Q&A or special event, and a 
report on all the fe.slivities would be appreciat- 
ed. Also, with more in-dcplh coverage you are 
bound to attract more fans. Furthennore, there 
is not one picture of Herschell Gordon Lewis, 
who had the most informative, engaging Q&A 
to dale. On the positive side, this was the best 
lineup the magazine has pul together thus far 
and it is dubious that it can ever be topped. 

Joe Sirianni - Niagara Falls, New York 

Joe: Due lu popiihir demand \re actiiallv 
expanded our coverage of the Festival of Fear 
to four pages last vear. Also, vou wilffnd a 
laige photo of Herschell Gordon Lewis on 
p.33. See you in Aiigusi! - Ed. 

I WAS RECENTLY vacationing in Rome 
and had the great good fortune to be able to sec 
Dario Argento’s La terza madre (a.k.a. Mother 
of Tears) at a late-night screening. And 1 loved 
it! Yes, it was in Italian, of which I understand 
only a little, but it was one of the most intense 


moviegoing experiences of my life. The theatre 
sound was loud, the Italian audience was 
enthusiastic, and the movie was as scary as (the 
nine circles oO Hell! I have been an Argcn- 
tophile for many years and Mother oj’ Tears is 
definitely Mae.stro Argento’s return to classic 
fonnt in my opinion, it's his best film since 
Opera. Also, it has a fantastic, exciting music 
score by Claudio Simonetti, of Goblin fame. 
(The nc.xt day I went out and bought the sound- 
track CD at Rome’s wonderful Profondo Rosso 
shop.) I can scarcely put into words how much 
it meant to sec a brand-new Argento mo\ ic in a 
theatre in Rome... and for it to be the third film 
in the Three Mother trilogy, for which I've 
been waiting for a quarter of a century, was 
almost unbelievable. Ave Muter Lach/yinaniin] 
Long may She reign! 

.\lysscn Bills - Portland. .Maine 

I ENjOYED your article about the new 
vampire film 30 Days of Night, however I take 
exception to the comment by Steve Niles: 
“[Vampires] were never supposed to be the 
.sympathetic monsters... now it’s gotten so bad 
we have teenage girls dating vampires on TV.” 
I believe Nile.s is referring to Buff}- the Vampire 
Stayer. While it is tme that recent \'ampire 
films have mn the gamut from senseless horror 
torture to downright cheesiness, Buffy was, and 
will always stand, in a category of its own. The 
Buffy series captured the human consolations 
of hope. myth, religion, science and philosophy 
to help us humans deal with the real horrors of 
the world. 

Randolph Ouimet - Toronto, Ontario 

I HAVE NEVER written an email to a 
magazine publication before, and I’m not real- 
ly even sure if anyone reads these messages, 
but I felt compelled to take a minute to tell 
everyone at Rue Morgue thanks. First of all, 
thanks for the very cool Misfits package I 
received in the mail last week. I really hadn’t 
expected anything when I ordered my sub- 
scription (other than your excellent magazine 
every month), so that was quite the nice sur- 
prise. Also, thanks for taking care of me when 
I didn't receive my first issue in the mail. After 
my friend reeeived his very cool Monster 
Squad issue. I eagerly ran to the mailbox each 


day to get mine. Only I never got it. I still don’t 
know what happened, although I believe one of 
my neighbours probably ended up with it. For- 
tunately for me. as soon as I called and report- 
ed the problem I was quickly taken care of by 
a friendly lady. She told me to buy that issue 
otT the rack and she would extend my sub- 
scription. A very nice gesture and very appreci- 
ated! 

Beau Rich - Bean Station, Tennessee 

You can thank our Office Manager Audra 
(.Audzilla) Jacomhs for that, she's the grease 
that keeps Rue Morgue running smoothly. - Ed. 

ON E DAY, while in college, I went to town 
and decided to cruise the bookstore. 1 saw this 
brightly coloured, blood-drenched cover for a 
magazine (I think the Bava cover might be my 
favourite) called Rue Moigue, and I'll be god- 
damned if I didn’t feel like I discovered some- 
thing so wonderfully evil! I'm very loyal but 
[the other magazines] didn't hold a candle to 
you, in fact no one did. I even used a cover in 
one of my short films, but don't worry I never 
showed it so no rights were infringed. Now I 
can’t wait to get this mag every month. It’s gor- 
geous, beautiful and full of what I want and 
need. I just want you to know how grateful and 
appreciative I am of your hard work. (You 
lucky punks also live where Cronenberg 
resides!) 

John Holt - Paducah, Kentucky 

YOUR MAGAZINE is the best addiction 
known to mankind. I just spent S450.00 on 
eBay for ten issues (ranging between #3 and 
#30. trying to complete my collection. I w'ould 
not do this for anything but your fine maga- 
zine. I need my fix! Thanks for all the fine 
work. 

Mike Welch - address withheld 


We encourage reaoeis to send their comments via 
: mail n e-malL Letters may be edited for length andfor 
content. Please send to info@me-inorgue.c(xn n: 

POST MORTEM 
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Darren Bousman trades traps for tunes in horror rock opera Repo! 



Believe it or not. Darren Lynn Bousman 
is as sick of sequels as you are. The direc- 
tor of ihc last three Senv films was itching to 
do something original after spending three 
successive years building the torture fran- 
chise birthed by Australian filmmakers 
James Wan and Leigh Whannell in their 
2004 original. So he lobbied Twisted Pic- 
tures. the production company behind the 
Scnc films, to let him make a movie version 
of Repo! The Genetic Operu, a bloody 
"futuristic sci-fi rock opera" co-created 
by LA mu-sicians Darren Smith and Ter- 
rance Zdunich which Bousman had 
directed in its original stage versions in LA 
and New York. 

“This movie is not normal.” Bousman 
tells Rue Morgue. "1 don't want people to 
think this movie is Saw. and that's one of 
the main reasons T did it. to say ‘this is not 
You've never seen anything like it — 1 
wanted to be part of something that is new. 
and 1 would go so far as to say ground- 
breaking." 

Repo! is set in the year 2056. after a 
worldwide epidemic of organ failures has 
killed tens of millions. Seeing an opportu- 
nity, biotech company GeneCo begins 
offering the public organ transplants, albeit 
at a hefty price. 

"In this future, it’s like the next phase of 
plastic surgery," explains Zdunich on 
Repn!'s Toronto set. "Upgrading your body 
parts, upgrading your internal organs has 
become a fashion statement. So it’s like you 
can upgrade your heart, you have a design- 
er kidney, you have a Gucci liver.’' 

This means both the rich and the poor 
members of the star-struck public arc avail- 
ing themselves of GeneCo's services, 
whether they can afford them or not. But. 


warns Bousman. “If you 
cannot afford your 
organs, they send repo 
men out to repossess 
them.” 

The film's main repo 
man is Nathan Wallace 
(BuJJ}' the Vampire Slay- 
er's Anthony Stewart 
Head). Nathan's innocent 
daughter Shilo (Spy KkI.s' 

Alexa Vega) thinks dad is 
a surgeon who works 
nights. Little does she 
know that her father’s 
actual job involves slit- 
ting throats and ripping 
out spinal cords in the 
service of GeneCo head 
Rotli Largo (Paul Sordi- 
no). Rounding out the 
unusual cast is opera superstar Sarah Bright- 
man as GeneCo’s voice. Blind Mag; hoiTor 
regular Bill Moseley (The Devil’s Rejects. 
House of WOO Corpses) plays Rotti's homi- 
cidal son Luigi; Skinny Puppy frontman 
Kevin “Ogre" Ogilvic is Luigi's fcmale- 
skin-mask-wearing brother Pavi: and Paris 
Hilton is Pavi's “scalpel slut" sister Amber 
Sweet. Bousman thinks Repo's eclectic cast 
will be the key to his film’s success once it's 
released in March. 

"Let’s call out the elephant in the room: 
Paris Hilton's the one that everyone wants to 
know about." he admits. “How do you put 
Sarah Brightman and Paris Hilton in a movie 
together? That's my exact point and why 1 
did it is [because] you don't. Would 1 ever 
put Paris Hilton in Saw'! Absolutely not, 
never in million years, and that's why she's 
perfect for Repo! — because 1 want to show 


e\'eiyone that this is not the same movie. This 
is something much different." 

At the same time, hoiror fans eager to see 
Bousman repeat the nausea-inducing antics 
of his Star films may be in for a welcome sur- 
prise. 

"Tliere's probably more gore in this movie 
than there is in Saw IV." he says. "But that 
being said, it’s nowhere near the same type of 
violence. Star films are meant to disgust and 
upset, where Repo! is meant to entertain and 
make you smile. There is a ton of violence - 
there are scenes where spinal cords and 
intestines are being ripped out. and throats are 
being slit - but it’s done wdth humour. 1 would 
show my grandmother Repo! Actually. 1 
wouldn't show my grandmother Repo! It’s 
veiy edgy, but in a much different way than 
Saw." 

Sean Plummer 
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Hammer returns with online vampire serial 





It’s not a total stretch to imagine that had 
legendary British studio Hammer Films not 
disappeared in all but name in the mid-’70s 
the company would be kicking off 2008 
w'ith the online serialization of a vampire 
bloodfest set against the techno beats and j 
Irippy light show of a rave in contemporary 
England. 

A group of Unanciers headed up by Big 
Brother creator John de Mol, who pur- 
chased Hammer and its catalogue of almost 
300 films in May 2007, are hoping that fans 
of the studio’s classic Peter 
Cushing/Christopher Lee Dracula films can 
make that imaginative leap when the new 
version of the company releases its first 
horror feature early this year. 

Beyond the Rave is the story of a British 
soldier about to be shipped off to Iraq who 
finds himself partying with a gang of high- 
tech vampires who suck on more than lol- 
lipops and soothers during the all-night 
dance parties they host on weekends. If that 
modern concept wasn't enough to distin- 
guish the production from the gothic period 
pieces of Hammer’s glory years, the means 
of transmission certainly will. Beyond the 
Rave will be serialized online in twenty 
installments (just over three minutes each), 
with plans for a DVD release later in the 
year. 

Ben Grass, an independent producer who 
created the series for Hammer, believes that 
this approach is the ideal way to announce 
the studio’s return to today’s techno-savvy 
marketplace. 

“For this project we thought it would be 
exciting to create something that was 
attuned to new media consumption pat- 
terns," says Grass. “Why make a standard 
90-minuie movie when so many people 
tend to consume video in shorter bursts on 
the interaet?" 

The Hammer brand name and film cata- 
logue have been bouncing around from one 
investment group to another since Michael 
Carreras, whose family had headed the stu- 
dio since 1935. resigned his directorship in 
1979. 

Simon Oakes, Hammer's new chairman 
and CEO. was eager to put the company’s 


name back on the map as 
quickly and creatively as 
possible. (The company 
recently launched a mer- 
chandise line based on its 
classic nims, consisting of 
clothing items, reprinted 
posters, costumes and a 
board game.) 

“I think the online series 
formula appealed to Ham- 
mer." Grass says, “because 
it represented an opportuni- 
ty to reach a new audience 
who might not be familiar 
with the original Hammer 
films, and also to quickly 
get something into the mar- 
ket to announce to the 
world that Hammer is real- 
ly back. I’m hoping the pro- 
ject will invigorate new 
fans as well as pleasing the 
existing fan base.” 

The series is directed by Matthias Hoen, 
who has worked mostly in advertising and 
music video, stars Nora-Jane Noonc {The 
Descent) and Jamie Dornan {Marie 
Antoinette), and features a soundtrack com- 
piled by legendary DJ Pete Tong. Beyond a 
cameo by Hammer legend Ingrid Pitt, 
Bevond the Rave is very much its own 2 1 st- 
century beast, though the filmmakers are 
well aware of the very big and elegant 
shoes they are filling. 

Grass believes that the best way to serve 
Hammer’s legacy is by continuing the stu- 
dio's emphasis on innovation and charac- 
ter-driven stories. "Beyond the Rave is cer- 
tainly not about torture pom or sequels or 
anything. We were interested in compelling 
characters with strong narrative arcs, and 
driving with story rather than relying on 
shock.” 

1 lammer fans will also remember that the 
studio never shied away from blending the 
contemporary with the classic. After all, its 
last trip to the horror well, a psychedelic 
1974 adaptation of Dennis Wheatley’s 
occult classic To the Devil a Daughter, fea- 
tured a barely clad fiftcen-ycar-old Nas- 


tassja Kinski lured into Satan’s lair by a 
cult of posl-Summer of Love devil wor- 
shippers. 

Aside from this. Hammer briefly resur- 
faced in the the early 1980s when the com- 
pany licensed its name and helped produce 
two .short-lived TV series. The Hammer 
House of Horror and The Hammer House 
of Mystety and Suspense, again in the ’90s 
with the video clip compilation The World 
of Hammer and the documentary Flesh and 
Blood: The Hammer Heritage of Horror. 

The results of the latest Hammer rebirth 
will be available in Febniary (details, as 
they become available, will be posted on 
beyondtherave.com). Hammer executives 
aren’t ready to confirm future projects, but 
according to a press release, £25m ($51.6 
million USD) have been earmarked for the 
production of new horror films, some of 
which may see theatrical release. 

As for Grass’ future involvement with 
Hammer, the producer is staying mum for 
now. “We are actively discussing another 
project. I just can’t reveal what it is just 
yet.” 

Ravers, B-boys, skater punks you’ve 
been warned. 

James Grainger 
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Sreabittte^ Fido producers tackle eco-horror with The Thaw 



No one, except perhaps RM Managing Editor Dave 
Aiexander, wants to see Phan^smVmde more than 
webmaster Dustin McNeill, who runs the Phantasm V 
Hype! website. In fact, if you write Anchor Bay a letter 
supporting the film, he’ll even send you frames from 
a print of Phantasm. The Tall Man beckons. 

midnightinhell.com 

In need of a late-night horror fiction fix? Drop by Mid- 
night in Hell, a webzine - updated twice yearly - that 
resurrects the long-defunct print version and features 
a fine collection of terror tales. Spend some time with 
the things that go bump in the night. 

movies.ign.com/afti cles/825/825530p1.html 

Last year IGN weighed in with its round-up of the 1 00 
Greatest Gore Moments in Movie History. Complete 
with photos, brief write-ups and even select video 
commentaries, there’s plenty here to enjoy and 
debate with like-minded gorehounds. 

filmsnobweekly.biogspot.eom/2007/10/vincent- 
price-scholar-and-good-friend.html 
Rim Snob Weekly examines a lot more than just hor- 
ror films, but when it does delve into the genre, it does 
it witti style. Be sure to read their brilliant interview 
with Vincent Price scholar David Del Valle, as well as 
notable entries on David Cronenberg and Ken Russell. 

adultswim.com/games/candymountain/indexSm. 

htm 

The Cartoon Network’s Adult Swim online games 
fucking rule. In Candy Mountain Massacre, the peace- 
ful inhabitents of the sweet-riddled peak have been 
turned into violent filers by a virulent plague, now 
you must go in and butcher them all. Just watch out 
for the baked goods and profanities they hurl at you. 
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After earning widespread attention for last 
year’s zombie-comedy Fido, Vancouver’s 
Anagram Pictures is working towards its 
first serious horror film: the deadly parasitc- 
Ihemed The Thaw. 

Mark A. Lewis, who co-wrote the script 
with his brother Michael W. Lewi.s, is set to 
direct the film, his .second feature after the 
2004 dramatic comedy 111 Fated. The story 
takes place up north in the tundra where four 
ecology students discover the body of a 
wooly mammoth exposed in a melting ice 
cap. The remains are infected with a prehis- 
toric parasite that causes them to turn on 
each other. Ultimately, they must decide 
what they’re willing to sacrifice in order to 
stop it from infecting all ofhumanity. 

“There are certainly obvious logistical 
similarities to The Thing - isolation, 
research centre, death, carnage, etc.,’’ says 
Lewis. “But The Thaw takes place in the 
summer, when there is no snow, only vast, 
barren tundra. And the sun is perpetually 
hanging just above or just beyond the hori- 
zon. This isn’t an Arctic people are familiar 
with. This is more of an eternal wasteland. 
We’re also taking our theme into new terri- 
tory. Most horror films are about survival. 
But in The Thaw, an unfortunate few have to 
consider the survival of many - perhaps all 
of mankind - over themselves.’’ 

Fido {RM#68) producers Mary Anne 
Waterhouse and Trent Carlson arc on the 
production team for the film, along with Rob 
Neilson. As of this writing, Anagram is still 
securing financing for the Him, which the 
filmmakers hope to shoot in the spring. 

“We definitely plan to shoot as much of 
the film as we can in the extreme north," 
notes Waterhouse, “though the challenges of 
filming in those conditions and finding the 
right setting will dictate how much of the 
movie is shot on location. Interiors will like- 
ly be shot in the Vancouver area.’’ 

Surprisingly, The Thaw actually had its 
genesis in Prague. While Michael was on a 
trip there with his girlfriend, her face was 
bitten by bedbugs. The brothers knew there 
was a horror script in there somewhere and 
developed the incident into a talc of what 
Mark describes as “horrific, era-ending par- 
asites.” 
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Waterhouse explains that Anagram chose 
the script because it fits the company’s 
socially conscious mandate. “As a company 
we want to make films that cither push the 
boundaries of genre, like Fido. or have a 
social relevance, say something about our 
world. The Thaw is a project that really taps 
into a growing fear that we all share: that 
our world is being destroyed by greed and 
the desire for short-term gains, rather than 
looking at the longer term and the sort of 
world we’re paving the way for, for future 
generations." 

The Thaw also echoes the ecological 
theme of Larry Fessenden’s The Last Win- 
ter (2006), in which oil company employ- 
ees in the far north discover a supcmatural 
apocalyptic menace unleashed by melting 
permafrost. Lewis acknowledges that his 
film also may be a front-runner in a bur- 
geoning subgenre of horror films with a cli- 
mate change theme. 

“There certainly isn’t a didactic message. 
It’s not .1/7 Inconvenient Truth. We all know 
that the world is in a lot of trouble due to 
global wamiing. And a lot of us arc very 
afraid of what the effects will be. This film 
has spawned from that fear.’’ 

Dave .Alexander 


iiE’Srn HILLER! 

filmed in NEGROSCOPE! 


This film depicts totally awesome 
scenes of murder and rape. 
NO ONE UNDER 17 WILL BE 
ADMITTED! 


Stickiii’ittothe man in Z008! 
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• The celebration kicb off as the series goes j 
monthly starting with issue #20! 

9 • Followed by the much-anticipated second 
volume of THE COON FANCY PANTS EDIT/ONX 


• Plus many more events and promotions throughout the year 
including an all-Ooon installment of MySpace/DHP exclusively at 
http://w«w.myspate.com/darl(horsepresents! 


cotMNS 


AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL COMICS SHOP To find a comics shop in your area, call 1 -888-266-4226 
For our complete line of horror titles visit www.darkhorse.com. 


The ® 2007 &ic Powell. Dark Horse Comics® and the Dark Horse logo are trademaiics of 
Dark Hsise Cemits, Inc., registered in various categories and coBRiries. iU! rights nKmi. 
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+ Human decomposition begins four minutes after death, 

+ The first modem piece of fiction pertaining to mummies is thought to be Jane 
Webb’s Tlie Mummy! A Tale of the Twenh'-Second Ceiitiny, a story she wrote 
w'hilc still in her teens. It was published in 1827. 

+ Law of the Bier was an ancient legal ordeal practiced in Scotland that 
required suspects to touch the corpses of the murder victims. It was believed if 
the dead body started bleeding on contact with the suspect, he or she was the 
killer. 

+ In the mid-'60s, at the height of her popularity, Hazel Court (77?t? Curse of 
Frankenstein) gave up acting to pursue a career as a painter and sculptor. 

+ Last November, a Florida man fleeing police on foot dove into a pond in a 
bid to escape capture. He was killed several minutes later by a pair of alligators 
that lived in the small body of water. 

+ Actor Donald Pleasence {Halloween) served in the Royal Air Force during 
WWII and spent a year in a German POW camp after his plane was shot down 
in 1944. 

+ Approximately one-sixtieth of the world’s population died during the 1918 
influenza outbreak. 

+ Roughly three months after his death, grave robbers stole the coipse of Char- 
lie Chaplin from Corsier-Sur-Vcvey cemetery in Switzerland. The thieves 
attempted to hold the body ransom but were caught and Chaplin was laid to rest 
once more. 

+ Before 1 536, those accused of a crime in Germany would be tried even if they 
had died while awaiting trial. In these cases, the deceased would be carried into 
the courtroom, where the corpse would represented by a lawyer. 

+ Peter Cushing’s father was initially so opposed to his son’s desire to become 
an actor that he got him a job as a surveyor’s assistant in a desperate attempt to 
convince him to follow a different career path. Six years later, in 1939, he gave 
in to his son's wishes, however, and bought him a one-way ticket to California. 

+ Many items have been used as currency since the origins of trade; the 
strangest include bullets, bat hair and beetle legs. 

+ The first paperback book is believed to be an 1 867 edition of Johann Wolf- 
gang Goethe’s Faust. 

+ After a stream of robberies was committed by men in disguise, the Florida 
town of Cocoa made wearing masks in certain public areas illegal (even on Hal- 
loween). TTtose found breaking this law could be punished by a large fine and 
up to a year in jail. 


Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to info@rue-morgue.com. 
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H.R. 6I6ER CALENDAR 

$14.95 

Brighten up your gunmetal grey industrial cell this year with a calendar featuring 
the work of H.R. Giger - including several previously unpublished images! There’s 
nothing like marking the relentless, mechanical passage of time with some original 
cyber-erotic art. 

Go biomechanical at amazon.com. 


BASIL GOGOS T-SHIRTS 

$30 

These T-shirts, from the devilish minds at horrorbles.com, feature Filmland’s 
finest fiends as painted by the one and only Basil Gogos. This is ttie first time 
the artist has permitted his work to be silk-screened, so you may want to get 
your dirty hands on these deviant designs before the ink dries. 

Stick a terror on your torso at horrorbles.com. 


GODZILLA D.A.M. BATTLE70NE COLLECTIBLE 

$44.99 

Protect your shelf of kaiju DVDs with this roaring, moving, light-up Godzilla figure 
from Far East Monsters, the first of an eleven-piece Destroy All Monsters collectible 
set. At seven inches tali, he may not be able to stomp Tokyo, but he won’t wreck your 
secret lunar base either. 

Mount an all-out attack at fareastmonsters.com. 



CAPITOL HELL POSTCARD BOOK 

$11.95 

Celebrate the forthcoming 2008 US presidential election with a trip to Capitol Hell. 
This satirical postcard book by Pete Von Sholly blends movie ghouls with real-life 
political figures, delivering some truly frightening results. Both parties are evenly rep- 
resented here, so you get to pick who the real monsters are yourself. 

For sick politics, go to capitol-hell.com. 
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TIM BURTON’S bloodiest movie ever also happens to be his first 

LIVE -ACTION MUSICAL. THE DIRECTOR HELPS US GET TO THE MEAT 
OF SWEENEY TODD, HIS FIERCEST FABLE YET. 

DEATH SONGS of a*-^ 

DEMON BARBER 


BY L.IISA LAnOUCEUR 



This lyric from Tim Burton’s animated classic The Night- 
mare Before Christmas could be the opening salvo for almost any 
of the director’s films. For 25 years, since his first shorts Vincent and 
Frankenweente emerged in the early 1980s, Burton has been inviting us 
into the most unusual of universes, creating some extremely curious crea- 
tures, and twisting his weird tales with equal parts whimsy and wicked- 
ness. 

The filmmaker has cast his spooky shadow on so many of the subgen- 
res we love most, including dark fairy tales (Edward Scissorhands), alien 
invasion movies (Mars Attacks!), cult B-flicks (Ed Wood), ghost stories 
(Sleepy HolloW) and comic book adventures (Batman), with the kind of sen- 
sibility that could only come from a self-described misfit who grew up wor- 
shipping scary horror actors and then spent time on his first Disney ani- 
mation job literally hiding in a closet to avoid people. 

But while he's long indulged his sinister outsider tendencies. Burton has 
never truly gotten his hands dirty with a gory movie, choosing to delight 
and amuse rather than terrify. So it’s no overstatement to say that for many 
a horror film lover, his latest picture is a holiday gift wrapped in red, as he 
takes his first stab at a bloodsoaked saga, Grand Guignol musical Sweeney 
Todd: The Demon Barber of Fieet Street (out December 21 from Warner 
Bros.). 

Burton’s first live-action musical tells the tale of one Sweeney Todd, 
a.k.a. “The Demon Barber of Fleet Street,” a killer who greets his unsus- 
pecting clients’ throats with a quick hand and a sharp straight razor. The 
story, which some believe was ripped from real headlines, was first spun 
in the penny dreadfuls of niid-19th-century England and has been revisit- 
ed regularly for stage and screen ever since, including a 1 936 film starring 
Tod Slaughter and a 1 998 British television version with Ben Kingsley. Bur- 
ton’s film is based on the popular 1979 Broadway play by mega-award- 
winning American composer and lyricist Stephen Sondheim (“Send in the 
Clowns”), which still tours regularly in North America and the UK (see 
P-21). 


This modern 
adaptation finds the 
killer re-imagined as 
family man Benjamin Bark- 
er, a proper barber wrongful- 
ly convicted and banished to 
Australia by a crooked judge 
who then absconds with his wife 
and child. Returning to his haunt- 
ing grounds fifteen years later. 

Barker is a broken man, transformed 
into the vengeful Sweeney Todd, 
whose mantra is “Never forgive. Never 
forget.” He finds a co-conspirator in his 
lustful, lunatic neighbour Mrs. Lovett, who con- 
cocts a juicy scheme to dispose of the bodies by baking 
them into her meat pies. And while the serial killer and canni- 
balism angle may be the stuff of lurid tabloids, Sweeney Todd 
remains a serious political satire, Sondheim’s commentary on our 
man-eats-man world. 

For Burton, making the film was the chance to create a full-scale 
cinematic production for a play he fell in love with 25 years ago in a 
London theatre, and, for the sixth time, to cast kindred spirit Johnny 
Depp in another perfectly devilish leading role. (Mrs. Lovett is played 
Burton’s girlfriend Helena Bonham Carter, and Sasha Baron Cohen 
makes an appearance as Italian barber Signor Adolfo Pirelli.) While 
Depp has had plenty of experience with Burton, even brandishing 
blades before as Edward Scissorhands, this project does mark a first 
for the actor: he spends most of the movie singing. 

Depp, who had never sung professionally before, has described 
Sondheim’s songs as “super ultra complicated,” but he did not get a 
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singing coach. Rather, he immersed himself in the soundtrack 
during the shooting of the third Pirates of the Caribbean movie, 
practicing in his car on the drive back and forth to the set. 

In true Broadway form, there is much more music in Sweeney Todd 
than either of Burton’s previous animated musicals, Nightmare 
Before Christmas and The Corpse Bride, which featured endearing 
Danny Elfman soundtracks. And while you can catch quite a bit of 
humour in the lyrics, it’s not Rocky Horror Picture Show camp. The 
operatic artifice may deter some viewers, but like a great Shake- 
spearean tragedy, once you get used to the actors’ delivery, you’ll 
find a tale dripping with murder, madness and mayhem that is not 
only hard to forget, but also “freely flows the blood.” Lots and lots 
of blood. 

Sweeney Todd is only the third Burton feature to be rated R (after 
Ed Wood and Sleepy HolloWi, this time for "graphic bloody vio- 
lence” - in other words, it’s not one for the Depp fans more accus- 
tomed to pictures rated “aaarrr.” Considering that Burton more 
often than not works in PG territory, and with the recent announce- 
ment that his next project will be a 3-D version of Alice In Wonder- 
land for Disney, horror fans would be wise to embrace this gory 
side of him while they can. 

Rue Morgue takes a seat in Burton’s bloody barber’s chair for a 
quick shave and a chat. 


With live people doing it... it was like making a silent movie with 
music. And I would actually now consider playing music on the set 
even if it wasn’t a musical, because it brought out different things 


I don’t know if they are. All 1 know is that when I first saw [Sweeney Todd\, I was 
a student in 1 979 or 1 980, 1 can't remember the exact year - 1 wasn’t a theatre- 
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Beioty in Batcbery: Aorbony Hope (Jiinie Cimpbell 
Bower) gets 1 grisly view o! 3 Loadoo ibitloir. tad 
(below) JoboBV Depp portrivs Todd's midoess. 


about it. It's like old fairy tales, in a way. Or an urban myth, or whatever 
you want to call it. There’s something that’s really strange and deep 
about that. You know, when you have a shave and you hear the sound 
“shhhhooo”... the blade and the sound... it’s terrifying. 


Well, I’ve read books about it and stuff. It’s like a fairy tale, and most fairy 
tales are real, I think. Why do these things sort of stay themselves? It’s 
because there’s a certain reality to them. Was he exactly real? I dunno. But... 
you’ve probably never had a shave . . . 


Well, we made up a nice set of razor blades - because it’s a character in 
the film we wanted to make sure they were nice. Johnny’s so good at 
being an artist with a blade. He was that way in Scissorhands. And with 
the music on the set, he just moved in a way that’s lyrical and beautiful 
and. you know, kind of different than most serial killers, I think. 


Some guy you’ve never met before has got a fucking razor at your throat. It’s 
really weird, man! So, the point being is that there’s something subconscious 


Yeah, he’s fucked up. 1 think he’s probably, you know, already dead. He’s 
got one thing on his mind and that’s about it. [Laughs] 


We tried. It was interesting doing a film versus the stage play. Actually, 
when I read the script, there was less music in it, and our goal was to put 
more back in. At the same time, it’s a movie, so it creates a different envi- 
ronment. The positive thing is that you’re able to look at the actors, their 
faces and their eyes, and see what they’re emoting. On stage you have 
songs that do that, and you’re a bit more distant from it. So there was 
always a dilemma, about what to keep in, how long to keep it in. 


Here’s the thing: it was quite traumatic. Because I hired lots of great, 
great, great actors, you know? Anthony Head, Christopher Lee, Peter 
Bowles - all these amazing, amazing actors. But what became very 
apparent to me as I started to shoot was that because it’s simplistic and 
melodramatic, it just felt like the story needed to be told for the first time. 
It just didn't need the Greek chorus. 

RUE MORGUE 19 



Tim Burloa (right) touches up the blood 
OB the set of the film. 


Well, I like to relate to the characters, I defi- 
nitely do. I can’t talk to anybody unless 1 can 
relate to the character. 1 lose something. I 
can’t talk to the cameraman, I can’t talk to the 
set designer, I can’t talk to anybody unless I 
really feel it. And i definitely felt this one more 
than most. That’s why I wanted to do it. Like, 
with Johnny - 1 kind of feel like we’ve come a 
long way together. There’s a reason why I con- 
nect with him. 1 can relate to him. Talking to 
him about old horror movies, he gets it. 


No. You know. I’ve dealt with this kind of thing 
before. It’s a perfect movie, so no. The best 
thing I can do is be inspired by him. That’s 
enough for me. If I can introduce something 
else that is inspired by him, that’s exactly 
where it’s at. 


I think It’s actually both. The way i see it, and 
the way I feel it. Because I can’t do anything 
unless I feel it. That’s why i actually was so 
close to this one, because I so feel it. It's such 
a perfect relationship movie. 


Honestly, I wish it would. Let me tell you how 
I feel about that. This is a big deal. I have not 
been able to get it done because everybody 
wants so much money for the clips. It would 
make it impossible to get it done. People want 
to get it made, but no fucking studio will co- 
operate. This is not something to make 
money, I would not make any money. He 
wanted this, he gave me his time to do those 
interviews, and the fucking studios can’t see 
that if they could just give me a coupla clips it 
would actu^ly help them sell his movies. I’ll 
use this as a platform to say that this needs to 
be out there. It’s about his legacy. 


No. First of all, we had a pretty quick sched- 
ule. There’s no DVD extras. I’m sorry to say. 
We shot what we shot because we had to do 
it quickly. All the guys came in and recorded 
and did great work, but I had to [cut it] 


I love him. He’s unique and there’s nobody like 
that. I don’t try and aspire to that, per se. But 
I would say that 1 try to use the sets and the 
colour and the lighting the same way he did, 
which is as a character. 


No. I think if I give this up you’ll find me in the 
alley, living in a trash can. Just drawing my 
sketches. 


naoK'N noil 
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A STRANGE CASE INDEED- 

THE OR. JEKyLl & MR. HYOE ROCK HOLE MUSICAL 

starring Alan Bemhoft, Lisa Peterson 

and Terence Marinan 

Directed by Andre Champagne 

Written by Alan Bernhoft and Robert Ricucci 

Elite Entertainment 

Based on Robert Louis Stevenson’s The Strange 
Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, the classic horror 
novel Identifying the duality of man as both human 
being and beast, Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde Rock 'n Roll 
Musical ams to be a rollicking, modernized adapta- 
tion, juiced up with a hair-raising concoction of spir- 
ited music, whimsical romance and clever bits of lyri- 
cal jest. Landing far, faaaaaaar off the mark, howev- 
er, die production ultimately fails hugely on both lev- 
. els - as a musical and as a movie. 

Crudely shot on video and boasting poor lip-synch- 
ing, bad dubbing, amateurish acting and all the visu- 
al tricks they teach you on the first day of A/V class at 
community college, it is truly puzzling as to why 
writer/star Alan Bernhoft - someone with such a 
remarkably weak singing voice and questionable act- 
ing chops - would Svengali such an ambitious musi- 
cal project in the first place. Thoroughly furnished 
with laughably overwrought lyrics and an improbably 
adapted plot, the script doesn’t give the cast much of 
a chance, and aside from the competent vocals of the 
female lead (Lisa Peterson), it could easily be out- 
shone by your average dinner theatre performance. 

Worse: the scenes in which Bemhoft changes from 
Jekyll into Hyde are particularly agonizing to watch, 
as his transformation into nothing more than a 
tongue-wagging, British pauper trivializes the gen- 
uinely blood-curdling source material. Even the raw 
soundtrack, digested as a separate piece, offers no 
reprieve from the accompanying visual mess, itself a 
dated and clunky, musical miscarriage. Had this been 
a live theatre production, the audience would under- 
standably have pelted the stage with rotten produce, 
smashed the lights and slashed the seats. Heck, my 
own couch barely survived the viewing. But the fact 
that it was turned into a "film” and achieved distribu- 
tion only spotlights this embarrassing production. 

Trevor Tuminski 
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straight Razor Symphony: Davicf Garry as Sweeney Todd. 


STEPHEN SONDHEIM*S EONQ-RUNNlNa SWEENEY TODD MUSIOAE 
STAGE PRODUCTION CONTINUES TO SING THE SANGUINE PRAISES 
OF ENaLAND’S MOST NOTORIOUS BARBER. 


SWEEl 
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hen it opened on Broadway in 1979, 
Sweeney Todd, the Demon Barber of 
Fleet Street had some theatre-goers 
fleeing for the exit, not because it 
was bad, but because it was so effective at what 
it set out to do: startle the audience and fill them 
with a sense of dread as delicious as Mrs. 
i^ett's famous meat pies. 

As directed by renowned veteran stage direc- 
tor/producer Hal Prince, the play - based on a 
book written by author and playwright Hugh 
Wheeler, as well as a previous 1973 play by 
Christopher Bond - featured shocking displays 
of Wood spurting from slit throats that had not 
been seen since the days of Paris’ Grand Guignol 
theatre. Add to that a haunting and ominously 
discordant score with music and lyrics by com- 
poser Stephen Sondheim, and the effect was 
-- fruly unsettling. 

Sweeney Todd went on to win eight Tony 
Awards during its initial run and remains to this 
day one of the most successful musicals ever 
created. It’s also a production that’s been adapt- 
ed several times for the stage over the past 28 
years. In its latest incarnation - currently touring 
j NorUi America through June 2008 - our beloved 
bloodthirsty barber has taken on a few changes. 

As envisioned by British director and stage 
designer John Doyle, this version of Sweeney 
Todd is set within the claustrophobic confines of 
an asylum for the insane. Using a minimalist 
approach to props and stage effects and forgo- 
mg a traditional orchestra, the more conceptual 
production showcases the talents of ten per- 
formers who sing, act and perform the score by 
playing their own instruments in full view of the 
audience. 

It’s not an easy thing to do, according to actor 
David Garry, who starred in the Toronto run of 
Sweeney Todd as the Demon Barber. 

“This is the first tour where the performers do 
this,” he tells Rue Morgue after a packed show 
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BY JAMES BURRELL 


at the Princess of Wales Theatre, “It’s been a bit 
difficult, but 1 could do it for the 50 years. I would 
never get sick of playing Sweeney. He’s an inter- 
esting character; I wouldn’t even call him a 
straight-up villain. Certainly he does horrible 
things, but you have to have empathy for him, or 
for any character who’s going through the tur- 
moil and struggle that he is.” 

Contrary to popular belief, the move to have 
the performers accompany themselves on their 
instruments was not entirely based on aesthet- 
ics, or the director’s re-imagining of the story. 
Reveals Garry; “It was for financial reasons. It’s 
much cheaper to have the actors play the instru- 
ments themselves. It costs too much money for 
a traditional orchestra, so John worked with 
what he had. Besides, the play has changed sev- 
eral times over the years.” 

Doyle’s revival of the production, which origi- 
nally opened in England in 2004, has since won 
several Tony Awards and the acclaim of critics 
who have praised its artistic vision and different 
take on the tale. Still, some theatre-goers have 
criticized this production’s relative lack of blood. 
There are no Grand Guignol-inspired arterial 
sprays - the director relies instead on red lights, 
sound effects and the donning of blood-stained 
white coats by the actors to convey when char- 
acters are “killed.” 

“It’s a different vision,” says Garry. “It was put 
on Broadway, so obviously they could have done 
many things with it, but the point is to get the 
story across and this, I feel, is a more artistic 
way in which the audience can form their own 
decisions of what’s going on up on tbe stage 
rather than hitting them over the head with 
effects. So this may be a better way because, 
you’re using your own imagination and no one 
can take away what scares you.” 

For more information on the production visit 
sweeneytoddtour.com. £ 



-»A NIGHTMARE ION 

FLEET STRE 


K niike Jack the Ripper, there is stiil speculation about whether 
or not England’s other notorious boogeyman actually exist- 
ed. In two books, writer Peter Haining posited Sweeney Todd 
as a historical serial killer who slashed throats at his barber 
shop on Fleet Street around 1800, yet there is there is no concrete evi- 
dence to support his claims. No public records are known to exist docu- 
menting Todd’s arrest and execution, or that of Mrs. Lovett, the apparent 
accomplice who would bake his victims into meat pies at her shop down 
the street. It’s most likely that Thomas Peckett Prest. who first wrote the 
•nrban legend into a story (“The String of Pearls”) in 1 847, was inspired by 
the various crimes reported in The Old Bailey section of the London Times. 
The product of apocryphal storytelling or not, the sinister, mysterious 
, allure of Fleet Street’s bloody barber remains strong nearly 200 years after 
he (supposedly) cut his first throat. His continued presence in literature, 
plays and cinema keeps his ruthless, cannibalistic myth alive and often 
brings the morbidly curious to London, England’s 1 86 Fleet Street - the 
purported former location of Todd’s barbaric barber shop. 

According to lore, the shop stood at the side of a long, dark and narrow 
alleyway that still exists - Hen and Chicken Court, located at the corner of 
Fetter Lane. Now an innocuous Kail Kwick print and copy store, 186 Fleet 
Street - which local sightseeing tours are quick to mention as the “loca- 
tion of the Sweeney Todd murders!” - attracts many tourists hoping to get 
a glimpse of the cellar where the bodies of his victims would have fallen 
from the trap door in the ceiling. Unfortunately, no such trap door exists 
today. 

To the left of the barber shop stood St. Dunstan-ln-The-West Church, its 
catacombs, vestry and courtyard connecting directly to Sweeney Todd’s 
shop. This structure still stands, imposing and impressive even today 
among the mix of old and new architecture along the street. In the story, 
the Demon Barber would do away with his victims in the cellar of his shop, 
drop the bodies via his trick barber’s chair through a trap door and, with 
the help of Lovett, transport the “fresh meat" to her pie shop in nearby. 
Bell Yard using the abandoned underground passages and catacombs 
below St. Dunstan’s. Access to the catacombs is now restricted, so d 


there’s no way to know how many of them still exist, but it’s nevertheless 
interesting to note just how close the entrance to those tunnels are to the 
shop’s back door. 

Unfortunately, aside from the shop, church and street sign bearing the 
story’s name, there really isn’t much more to see in the area, so we rec- 
ommend you conclude your Sweeney Todd tour with a stop at The London 
Dungeon tourist attraction, located near London Bridge on Tooley Street. 
There you may take part in a one and a half hour walking “exhibit tour” of 
the city’s grisliest historical events - including The Great Plague, the 
crimes of dear old Jack the Ripper and, of course, Sweeney Todd. His 
exhibit is more of an interactive show in which visitors are seated in ani- 
matronic barber's chairs - in a pitch-black room - where, through clever 
special effects, they’re made to feel as if the Demon Barber has his razor 
blade just at their throats, ready to give them a close shave and a wide- 
open, crimson second smile. 

Real or not, the ghost of Sweeney Todd still walks the dark alleys of 
the imagination of many, waiting patiently for the precise moment 
to reach forward to open their minds and throats to his ongo- 
ing legacy of murder. 

For more info on London Dun- 
geon’s Sweeney Todd exhibit visit 
thedungeons.com. % 
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T his year marks the 40th anniversary of a little monster movie 
from Pittsburgh that disfigured the face of horror films forever. 
And much like the exponentially spreading zombie plague 
itself, unstoppable hordes of Night of the Living Dead imitations continue 
their assault against mankind. Not being one to sit through these cine- 
matic end times as a mere historical footnote, however, the original insti- 
gator himself, George A. Romero, returns to his beloved flesh-eating 


ghouls with Diary of the Dead, a rebirth of his monumentally influential 
cycle of “Dead" films. 

Born out of the frustration of making Land of the Dead (the Universal Pic- 
tures-produced 2005 entry in the series), Diary signifies a triumphant 
return to the director’s low-budget, indie filmmaking roots, featuring a cast 
of unknowns and a budget that's a fraction of what it cost to produce 
Land. 
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Diary of ttie Dead comes relatively hot on the heels of Land of the 
Dead. What inspired such a speedy return to the subgenre? Is it a 
case of it being relatively easy to get financing for a "Dead " film 
or did you have an overriding artistic motivation? 

Well, of course It’s easier for me to get financing for a Dead film than it is 
for anything else, but basically I was running away from Land of the Dead. 
Even though Universal let me make the movie I wanted to make - they 
weren’t as interfering as I thought they might be - it was such a hardship 
and just a pain in the ass. I wanted to do something that would be fun 
again. I had an idea about the emerging media that’s hooking us all into 
this multi-tentacled umbilical and I wanted to do something with it. 


What were the hardships on Land of the Dead exactly? 

It was too ambitious. The money we had on Land ms about two-thirds the 
money they had to remake Dawn of the Dead. Every day there’d be five shots we 
didn’t get. My partner, [producer] Peter Grunwald, and I would be up all night after a shoot 
trying to figure out how to keep the integrity of the film while we didn’t get this scene or that 
scene. All the way through it was a struggle so I just wanted to go back to something a bit 
more simple, with friends and colleagues that I knew got it. I was trying to recreate the envi- 
ronment we had during Night of the Living Dead - anti we did. It was wonderful. The cast 
was great, ttie crew was great, we pulled it off and never went a day over schedule. It was 
great to be back in the saddle again. The problem with a big studio film is if you see a 
beautiful sunset and you wanna shoot it, you have to write a memo and say, “Am I 
allowed to shoot it?” Usually the response doesn’t come back until the sunset’s 
gone. 
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The fifth stab at the series continues the time-honoured tradi- 
tion of the “Dead” films reflecting their respective social climates. 
Romero uses D/ary to skewer the D.l.Y. media-saturated YouTube 
generation through the suspicious gaze of a veteran filmmaker who 
learned his craft when today’s techno-toys were still science fiction. 

He takes us back to ground zero, to the first night of the mass res- 
urrection, as if it were happening now. The events are revealed to u: 
entirely through the subjective cameras of our protagonists, a grouf 
of motivated film students whose low-budget horror movie shoot is 
rudely interrupted by news of a full-scale invasion of the undead. 

Embarking upon a hellacious road trip through the swarming 
back roads of the zombie apocalypse in search of a safe refuge, 
our heroes obsessively film and upload everything they encounter 
to the web, driven by the conviction that the corporate media are 
lying about the full extent of the problem. Of course, observations 
about the media were substantial subtexts of the first two “Dead” 
films, but here they come into bold relief - sort of a Richard Math- 
eson meets Marshall McLuhan-type situation. 

D/ary may also be the darkest entry in the series since Night Atiet^ 
sense of loss and desolation pervades the entire film and serves as a 
reminder that we’re in the hands of the one true master of the zom- 
bie subgenre. Romero’s innate humanity, satirical edge and rich char- 
acterizations are given full reign in Diary anti these are the qualities 
that have always defined the “Dead” films more than the widely imi- 
tated gut-munching theatrics {not that there’s anything wrong with 
that). 

An enthusiastic reception at the 2007 Toronto International Film 
Festival world premiere last September resulted in a studio bidding 
war, with the Weinstein Company picking up both the theatrical and 
DVD distribution rights, through Dimension Films. With a limited the- 
atrical release of D/ary slated for February 1 5, and with Romero’s 40th 
anniversary as a feature film director on the horizon. Rue Morgue 
explores just how far his undead creations have spread and evolved 
through a variety of media (see our sidebars). 

But first, we sit down with the man behind the giant spectacles who 
can't seem to put the legacy of the living dead to rest. 
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How does Diary of the Dead relate to the pre- 
vious Dead films? 

The way it most relates is that it’s a snapshot of 
the times. All the films reflect the decades in 
which they were made and I think this one to 
some extent reflecte how we’re all becoming 
reporters - we're captivated and obsessed by 
alternative media. The film is mostly about ignor- 
ing what’s happening around you, no matter how 
tragic or extraordinary it is, in favour of shooting 
it, making a document of it. If you watch CNN they 
say “Hey, if there’s a flood in your town or a fire or 
anything, shoot footage - we’ll put it on the air." 
Presidential debates are no longer anchored by 
Walter Cronkite or whoever the anchor happens 
to be. They’re asking people to send in questions 
on YouTube, so it’s wide open and we’re all 
becoming part of this worldwide community of 
media-connected people. That’s what this film is 
about. 

The use of the subjective camera point of view 
has garnered instant comparisons to The Blair 
Witch Project. How does your approach to the 
conceit differ? 

I was determined to not make people as nau- 
seous, so I wasn’t as wild with the camera maybe 
as they were. But I think it’s much more believ- 
able today to say that these people went out and 
shot video and here it is. In those days, it was 
hard. In Blair Witch, one of the cameras was sup- 
posed to be a 16mm camera but they found the 
footage out in the woods somewhere? Well, who 
processed it? Who workprinted it? Who cut it? It 
really didn’t make a lot of sense to me and I think 
today, almost everybody has a home video cam- 
era. People's telephones shoot movies. I think it’s 
very believable to think that these people are 
shooting this stuff. At the same time, I didn’t want 
it to be absolutely nitty gritty realistic or incom- 
prehensible, so to some extent it’s theatrical and 
maybe that comes from my old theatre training. 
The scene has to be a scene, it has to play, it has 
to have some emotional value. It can’t just be this 
random collection of images. So I guess what I 
was trying to do is make a theatrical experience 
while maintaining the conceit that this could’ve 
been shot by these individuals, and 1 don’t think 
we violated that. 

Back in the ’60s when you were first teaming 
your craft, could you possibly have imag- 
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The moving image was all film at that time, so 
forget about it. I could never have imagined any- 
thing like this today where your telephone is a 
camera. I could never have even imagined in 
those days a telephone that wasn’t a big old 
black steel box from Ma Bell with an umbilical to 
the wall. Nor did I imagine that Night of the Liv- 
ing Dead would be such a success and that I’d 
still be working and playing with electric trains. 
That part of it is incredible to me. 


Why did you go with a relatively unknown 
cast for Diary? 

I don’t care so much about having stars in a 
film. And you usually don’t have to unless the 
budget is so high, you need to cover your bet 
by having a star in it. Until Hitchcock killed 
Janet Leigh in the shower, if there was a star 
in the movie, they were either gonna live or 
die tragically at the end, hoping to get a tear 
in your eye. But with a cast of unknowns or 
people that don’t bring baggage to it, you 
just have no idea what’s going to hap- 
pen to who and you make up your 
own mind as to who you’re gonna 
like. 

There's talk that you’ve 
already signed on with 
Artfire Films (co-pro- 
ducers of Diary of the 
Deadj to make a 
sequel. Is this true? 

As far as the sequel 
goes, we haven’t 
“signed” with Art- 
fire. As part of our 
original deal when we 
produced the first 
film, if there’s a 
sequel, Artfire will be 
involved. So there 
wasn’t any sort of “sign- 
ing.” I think that Diary was 
so successful initially in market- 
places and in festivals that buyers 
have all agreed to pay amounts of 
money to make a sequel. So on paper, 
yes, there’s enough money to make a 
sequel just based on purchases from 
distribution companies. Now, whether 
it’s gonna happen, I mean it’s all up for 


Could you tip us off as to what a possible idea 
for the sequel may be? 

Well, the only tip off is that all of the Dead films 
have come from observations of what’s happen- 
ing in the world and right now, I don’t have any 
particularly different observations as opposed to 
what was happening last year. So what I would 
do is continue the story. Keep the characters who 
survived, keep them alive, carry them on into 
another adventure. My idea is that they’ll get on 
a boat, assuming wisely that maybe if they can 



W hat do you do when the world around you has lost its collec- 
tive mind? It’s an apocalyptic question thoroughly examined 
in the new indie film The Signal. Set on New Year’s Eve in the 
fictional city of Terminus, the film follows Mya (Anessa Ramsey) - a 
young wife having an affair - as a mysterious electronic signal is trans- 
mitted through televisions, radios and cellphones, turning anyone who 
receives it into a homicidal maniac. 

A zombie movie at heart that takes a cue from Romero’s The Crazies, 
The Signal (out February 22 from Magnolia) effectively avoids the 
cliches of malevolent government agencies, reanimated corpses or 
technology breaking down, instead focusing on how a few people in a 
city of millions deal with the immediate arrival of The End. 

“What if at the dawn of the apocalypse, the exact moment of the fall 
of civilization, you can’t find the one you love? And worse: you know 
that someone else is trying to get to them before you do,” says Dan 
Bush, one of the movie’s directors. 

The film is divided into three separate acts (cleverly dubbed "trans- 
missions”), which provide an account of how the main characters deal 
with the increasingly unpredictable violence. What makes The Signal 
unique is that each section was written and directed by a different film- 
maker. 

The first transmission, “Crazy in Love,” follows Mya as she tries to 
escape her rage-filled husband Lewis (AJ Bowen) and find her lover, all 
while the streets are filling with corpses. 

“The first segment needs to ground your sense of reality,” explains 
writer/director David Bruckner of his section, “t really felt that it was the 
job of Transmission 1 to establish a sense of time and space, a reality 
for all of us, and then turn it the fuck over in a horrifyingly visceral way.” 

A respite from the unflinching brutality of “Crazy in Love,” “The Jeal- 
ousy Monster” radically shifts the film's tone to black comedy, as a 
woman desperately tries to maintain her sanity and throw a New Year’s 
Eve party amidst the growing chaos. It doesn’t help that Lewis shows 
up at her door, looking for Amy. As expected, blood does eventually flow. 
“If the first section introduced the monster, then my Job was to get 


inside of what it does to people,” says Transmission 2 writer/director 
Jacob Gentry. “The Signal preys on fear and desire, so everyone is in a 
heightened state of paranoia. So when the end of the world happens 
and everyone is ‘signalized,’ but they’re still trying to hold on to social 
etiquette, I thought that was a great place for satire. It starts as comi- 
cal but then descends into violent madness.” 

The third act centres on Mya’s lover Ben (Justin Welborn), as he fol- 
lows her to the train station, hoping she’s still alive and sane. It was 
helmed by Bush, who chose to wrap the film with a very bleak ending 
in “Escape From Terminus." 

“I was responsible for resolving this movie as a whole,” he says. 
“There were other possible endings, but most of them were even dark- 
er. Sure, I guess you can say that the ending is bleak - probably 
because it doesn’t let anybody off the hook." 

Some have commented on the strong similarities between The Signal 
and Stephen King’s 2006 novel The Cell, but Bruckner points out that 
the book was released partway through shooting. It just seems every- 
one’s got infection and apocalypse on the brain these days. 

“I’d be lying if 1 said 28 Days Lafer wasn’t an amazing influence,” 
Bruckner says. “Danny Boyle used a style that grounded his zombie film 
in gritty urban realism. ... I can’t say [The Cell] was an influence, but 
growing up on Stephen King the way I did, I’m certainly excited to see 
any similarities.” 

The most original aspect of the feature, though, is the experimental 
style in which it was made {“ The Signal minors a ‘mind, body and spir- 
it’ motif,” notes Bush). 

Gentry elaborates on the making of a communal apocalypse: “The 
process is based on a surrealist game called Exquisite Corpse, where 
one artist starts a drawing, hands it off to the next artist to do a little, 
then to another artist, and so on and so on. Dave had made a twenty- 
minute short, gave it to Dan, he made a 40-minute short, handed it off 
to me. and I wrote the script for mine. The shorts were sort of these 
Lynchian absurdist dramas." 

Or as Bruckner puts it: “ The Signal \\isX kicks more ass this way." ^ 
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make it to some little island somewhere, they’ll 
be safe. But that's about as far as my Idea goes 
at the moment. And I’m not sure If I wanna keep 
the subjective camera stuff or not - although that 
might be mandated. 

It was recently reported that the infamous 
Taurus Entertainment, the chuckleheads 
behind Creepsliow 3 and Day of the Dead 2: 
Contagium have announced a sequel to your 
1981 motorcycle-jousting epic Knlghtriders. 
Have you heard about f/j/s? 

First of all, I don’t know about It. I’d never heard 
anything about it until you just said it. Maybe I 
haven’t been up on my IMDb or whatever the hell 
it is but I can’t imagine doing a sequel to 
Knightriders. That was a very personal film. 
Maybe the most autobiographical one I’ve ever 
done. And to me, it’s a one shot. I just don’t know 
where you’d go with that idea unless all you 
wanna do Is a lot of fancy motorcycle stunts for 
the hell of it. 


der - you know, stuff that was sitting on the 
shelf. This is speculation, but I hope that’s what 
was in his mind because Richard was very 
involved with Knightriders. He appreciated what 
it was and I think that probably in his wildest 
dreams he couldn’t imagine anybody thinking 
there was a way to make a sequel to it, so he 
probably sold it as part of a package. 

As someone whose career in the movie busi- 
ness has spanned five decades, in terms of 
the quality of films being produced and the 
decision-making abilities of studio execu- 
tives, do you think the business has grown 
progressively more ridiculous? 

Well, shit, man. Back in the ’70s we used to say 
this has become purely a business. It’s not about 
movies anymore. And we didn’t think that it couid 
get any worse. I think it’s gotten a iot worse, but 
to some extent it’s a self-fulfilling prophecy, it’s 
just whittled itself down to what is purely a busi- 
ness and there are very few studio executives 
who have a passion or affection for the medium, 
who care whether or not the product they put out 
is any good. As a resuit, it’s just harder and hard- 
er to get anything decent through the pipeline. 

Have you ever had moments where you were 
tempted to pack it all in? 

I’ve never wanted to pack in what I’m doing. I 
don’t know what the hell else I would ever do. 
You see, the thing about this business is that it’s 
like fishin’. You can go out there every day and 
throw your line in and come up with nothing. But 
you never know because the guy in the next boat 


just hooked an 80-pound tarpin. ! just wish that 
having made seventeen films, and having 
brought them all in on budget and on time, that I 
would have at least a green credit card. Forget 
gold or platinum, I don’t even have a green cred- 
it card yet! 

The zombie resurgence that began with Oie 
likes of 28 Days Later andShaun of the Dead 
shows no signs of slowing down, in fact zom- 
bies seem to be more popular than ever. 

Is that true? 

Yeah, especially in terms of the subculture of 
it all. There are zombie walks, zombie 
comics, zombie video games, zombie sur- 
vival guides - basically, zombies are being 
sliced and diced in every medium you can 
imagine. 

All I could think of is Aiec Guinness' line in The 
Bridge on the River Kwai, “What have I done?” 
[Laughs] Maybe I should fall on the plunger and 
blow the whole thing up? 

Why do you think the living dead are still so 
popular? 

I think that it’s become idiomatic. People know 
the rules. The only movie about a unique mon- 
ster that I think was successful in any way was 
Alien because it was so beautifully done. This is 
a unique monster. You have no idea what it is, 
you don’t know what it’s going to do. It grows up 
in an egg, it can get in ya, it can come out of your 
chest. I mean, they did all these twists and turns 
with it and yet, it was so well executed that you 
were able to believe it. Other than that, the only 
monster movies that work are monster [movies] 
where people can get the rules. And if they’ve 
been around long enough, like vampires - okay, 

I know how to deal with a vampire: I’ll get some 
garlic, I’ll stick a piece of wood in his chest - that 
degree of disbelief is suspended. You have to get 
to the point where people get it and I think that 
zombies have gotten to that point. You know, 
next week there might be a zombie on Sesame 
Street, right? [Laughs] Like The Count! 

After hammering away at the genre for so 
long, how do you keep your enttiusiasm alive 
for both the creative process and the chal- 
lenge of making movies? 

I keep my enthusiasm by watching movies, and 
I watch mostly old movies. The thing that i’ve 
been trying to do my entire life is to develop an 
understanding of the medium. John Ford made 
over 200 films. I’ve made seventeen. He had all 
the tricks in his pocket and he knew what he 
was doing, i’m still trying to find out and it’s only 
with the last couple of films that I feel I was real- 
ly in control of the shots, of moving the eye and 
all of that. So, it’s no problem keeping the enthu- 
siasm. I’ll have enthusiasm on the day that I die. 


Do you see any money when these types of 
deals get made? 

We made these films when Richard Rubinstein 
and I owned a company called Laurel Entertain- 
ment. When we split up. Laurel retained the rights 
to all of this stuff and I think the oniy profit partic- 
ipations I have are on Dawn of the Dead. But I’m 
actually surprised that Richard soid these titles 
off. And I think that if he ever really wanted to do 
a sequel to Knightriders, that he would’ve at least 
given me a call because I believe we’re still 
friends. I think he felt that he was selling off fod- 
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W e live in a Romero world, and there’s no better proof than Baby- 
lon Fields, the show that almost became the first mainstream 
television drama about the undead. Imagine: millions of North 
Americans hjning into it every week and you’ve got all the proof you need 
that zombies have become a pop-culture Zeitgeist. 

The show’s pilot, made last year, has the dead returning to the land of the 
living, minus the cannibalistic urges - a similar scenario to that of the 2004 
French film They Came Back {Les Revenants). But here the zombie drama 
plays out with an ensemble of characters, including a widower cop in a new 
relationship with a co-worker, a woman whose love - emotional and phys- 
ical - for her returned husband transcends death, and a mother and daugh- 
ter terrified of the family patriarch, who crawls out of a shallow grave and 
back into their lives. Just like that, “’tii death do us part" is meaningless. 

“I’ve always thought of the piece as a dysfunctional family drama with a 
bizarre crime story surrounding it," explains Michael Cuesta, director of the 
pilot. “The returning of the dead just allowed us to explore the family dynam- 
ic and a crime procedural in a different way. We wanted to figure out a way 
for the characters to be able to forgive people whom brought harm to them, 
have bad guys do good things - a bad dead guy struggles with redemption 
but having his past always acting as his own personal banana peel." 

Babylon Fields was originally conceived by Michael Atkinson, who envi- 
sioned it as being about an abusive father coming back from the grave and 
terrorizing his family. Gerald Cuesta {who co-wrote Michael Cuesta’s debut 
indie feature L/.£) helped Atkinson flesh out the idea to encompass the 
inhabitants of the fictional town of Babylon. Then, Gerald’s brother, Michael 
Cuesta, was brought on board to help turn it into an indie film, and from 
there HBO heard about it and asked the trio to develop it as a series, with 
Michael Cuesta directing. Soon, CBS and 20tii Century Fox found out about 
the show, bought it from HBO and pushed ahead with a pilot episode. 

“I like the idea of zombies - what they represent to the living, playing on 
their prejudices, all of that,” says the director, whose morbid resume also 
includes helming several episodes of both Six Feet Under and Dexter. “The 
problem for me is that zombie movies are mostly executed in a pure gore, 
B-horror movie way. I'd like to think that BFcan reinvent the idea a bit. My 
mother could watch it because she can relate to the dead, understand their 
plight.” 

CBS eventually decided that prime time wasn’t ready for the undead, 
however: more episodes were never ordered and tiie pilot never aired. 
Thanks to the internet, though, a legion of the zombie-curious have seen 
Babylon Fields since a leaked screener was posted to streaming video and 
torrent sites - spreading like. . . well, you know. 

Those who have watched the pilot see a polished 42 minutes that does 
indeed balance the elemente of the zombie film, a murder mystery and fam- 
ily drama, with a dose of black humour and social commentary thrown in. 




In one scene, a zombie realizes he was murdered after discovering a fist- ; 

sized hole in the back of his head, while in another the conventions of the i 

subgenre are flipped as a mob of churchgoers attack a cowering undead 
man. And although Babylon Fields doesn’t spill any guts, it speaks volumes ; 
about whose vision it’s honouring when one character hilariously mistakes 
the Dawn of the Dearftagline (“When there’s no more room in Hell, the dead 
will walk the Earth”) for a bible passage. Subsequent episodes were going 
to develop the notion that humans feared the zombies would eat them, and 
the zombies would use that fear to, as Cuesta puts It, “screw with the liv- = 
ing.” i 

He elaborates on some of the themes the creative team was developing, i 
“Racism, fear of the unknown, 'the other’ - these ideas would drive every- : 
thing we did. We always talked about an allegory for racism. Allegories for 
burying your past, hoping to never face it again. I think choosing the dead 
returning, or zombies, is the epitome of that fear. Fear that you’ll be eaten, 
fear that all the living's past wrongs will haunt them forever. The reference > 
to Dawn of the Dead is our obvious obsession witii horror movies, and their i , 
long lasting effect on pop culture.” 

Even if zombies didn’t quite shuffle into prime time, their evolution in the 
40 years since the original Night of the Living Dead is astounding, ff the 
undead are anything, they’re tenacious. 


“The TV world may not be ready for us," admits Cuesta. Without dropping 
any details, he adds, “We still have a chance, though. SFmay still have life. 
Stav tijned!” $ 





U ove Dead, Hate Living? Then Rob Sachetto’s your man. Send him a 
high resolution image of your monstrous mug and he’il put the zom- 
bie bite on you with his pencils, paint and brushes. For just over a 
year the Ontario-based artist has been zombifying willing victims in gory 
portraits that look like his clients, only deader. He’s zombified genre nota- 
bles including George Romero (pictured above), Greg Nicotero and Tom 
Savini (below) as well as tabloid regulars Paris Hilton, Kevin Federline, Brit- 
ney Spears, Lindsay Lohan (for STI/FF magazine), metal musicians Scott 
Ian and Kirk Hammet, and even members of the Rue Morgue staff. 

“I remember in grade school one of my teachers put a note on my report 
card that said, ‘Rob needs to focus more on math and spelling, instead of 
drawing monsters all the time,’” Sachetto explains of his artistic roots. 

It was his love of Dan O’Bannon’s Return of the Living Dead, though, that 
gave him an creative craving for zombies in particular. “Zombies are just 
more fun to draw. Whether someone is making a face in the photo they 
send me or not, I can still mangle them, to bring out their inner zombie.” 

For the task, Sachetto begins with a digital JPEG he receives from his 
clients, which he uses for reference. From there he sketches out the por- 
trait using non-repro pencil and decides which features he’s going to dis- 


tress. Then it’s off to the easel for a watercolour wash of the basics - back- 
ground, blood, flesh and hair. 

“After that, I work in the details with ink. Finally, it’s time for maggots, 
highlights on the brains, etc., which I usually end up using White-Out for. 
Depending on the quality of the photo submitted, it can take anywhere 
between four to six hours to complete from start to finish.” 

It seems his horrific hard work has paid off. Since the launch of his web- 
site zombieportraits.com last year. Sachetto has completed more than 300 
paintings for undead art collectors around the world - further evidence of 
the zombiemania that’s infected the globe. There’s even a documentary, 
Zombiemania, forthcoming from the SPACE channel. As far as the public’s 
ongoing fascination with the living dead, 

Sachetto isn’t really sure but admits 
he’s afflicted too. 

“Besides the fact that the 
zombies look wicked, who 
wouldn’t want to be given 
license to eat someone’s 
brains?” M 
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YEAR 


A nother year in fear has come to pass and, like many others, it was over- 
run by zombie movies: 28 Weeks Later, Fido, Planet Terror, Resident Evil 
Extinction, plus a legion of indie living dead entries advanced upon us at 
a steady pace. Satiated but at the same time somewhat bored by flesh- 
eating corpse films, horror fans yearned for something more... and got it. 
Fresh ideas including Korea's monster-fuelled political allegory The Host, the meta- 
horror of Behind the Mask: The Rise of Leslie Vernon, the apocalyptic dread of Right 
at Your Door, the gritty nastiness of Jack Ketchum’s The Girl Next Door md even the 
anti-fast food ridiculousness of Poultrygeist\oved us and left us. William Friedkin also 
reappeared with Bug, his underrated metfi junkie extreme paranoia vehicle; sophis- 
ticated serial killers Mr. Brooks and Dexter romanced us; we were cut to pieces by 
the retro ’80s slasher Hatchet and even vampires had a stylized new look courtesy 
of 30 Days of Night 

On top of all that, 2007 promised and delivered some of the genre’s most highly 
anticipated films - Grindhouse, Halloween, Hostel 2, The Msf and Saw 4, ail of which 
polarized fans and critics. A financial flop, Grindhouse in particular was ttie most sig- 
nificant of the bunch - let's face it, no one realty expected Halloween or the franchise 
sequels to offer anything new. Critical reviews and internet arguments indicate a 
huge divide among viewers over its two parts, Planet Terror and Death Proof. While 


many thoroughly enjoyed Robert Rodriguez's bloody popcorn flick, as well as the 
intervening faux grindhouse trailers, Quentin Tarantino’s overly lengthy, mostly low- 
speed muscle car killer flick met with a redline of “what-it-could-have-faeen" com- 
plaints. 

Though easily the most entertaining film of the year, Planet Terror almost seemed 
too easy to choose as its best offering. It was a very, very tough call to make, but Rue 
Morgue eventually agreed to give Frank Darabont’s The Mist that distinction. Sure, 
it's flawed {the main sticking point that revisionist ending!), but during our debate, we 
concluded that the low-budget, thinking man's creature feature is gripping, refresh- 
ing, genuinely terrifying and very well made. In the end, we decided that wildly fun, 
slobbering zombies and a machine gun-legged sexpot just couldn’t compete with a 
downright depressing vision of humanity that culminates in one of the most hardcore 
downbeat endings the mutiplexes are ever going to see. Put simply, our position is 
that Planet Terror \s simple and easily digestible, while The Mist- uneven CGI and all 
- was a much more challenging and brave film to make, which is why it rose above 
the funnest zombie movie of the year. 

Love it or hate it, here’s our list of the year’s best (and a few of its woretj genre 
movies, books, video games and more (including a couple picks that were released 
at the end of last year - after our list was compiled). Dig in! 



BEST FEATURE FILM 

The Mist 

Directed by Frank Darabont 
Dimension 


BEST INDIE FEATURE 

Jack Ketchum’s The Girl Next Door 

Directed by Gregory M. Wilson 
Modemcine 


, ; BEST SHORT FILM 

The Listening Dead 

Directed by Phil Mucci 
The Hive 


MOST INNOVATIVE CONCEPT 

TIE; Grindhouse 

Directed by Robert Rodriguez and 

Quentin Tarantino 

Dimension 

Behind the Mask: The Rise of Leslie Vernon 

Directed by Scott Glosserman 
Glen Echo Entertainment 


GUILTIEST PLEASURE 

Pouitrygeist 

Directed by Lloyd Kaufman 
Troma 

BEST MONSTER 

“The Host” (The Host) 

Chungeorahm Film 


BEST FILM YOU DIDN’T SEE 

Mr. Brooks 

Directed by Bruce A. Evans 
MGM 


BEST DEATH SCENE 

Death Proof (the spectacular, 
multi-victim vehicular homicide) 
Dimension 


BEST FIRST FEATURE 

Right At Your Door 

Directed by Chris Gorak 
Thousand Words 


GORIEST SCENE 

30 Days of Night (Deputy Kitka’s beheading) 
Columbia 

MOST HORRIFYING SCENE 

Jack Ketchum’s The Girl Next Door 

(blowtorch scene) 

Modemcine 

BEST COMEBACK 

William Friedkin (for Bu^ 

Lionsgate 
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BEST N0N-F1CT!0N BOOK 

Mario Bava: All the Colors of the Dark 

Tim Lucas 

.. .i . Video Watchdog 

FANnbd Y us BEST COMIC BOOK 

EL TOPO 

MOinSTAfiV Simmons 

1^ Fantagruphics 


'■■'ST SPECIAL EDITION DVD 

The Films of Alejandro Jodorowsky 

Anchor Bay/Starz 


MUSI WllMl'-.. 

The Monster Squad 


'CLIVE' 

BARKER 


■iGGEST OISAPPOINTj'N 

Death Proof 

Dimension 


BEST C0i:iC BOOK ARTIST 

Matt Coyle (for Worry Dolt} 

MamTor 


'VORST CINEM.-TiC ATROCIT' 
' • WDONDYOUR RETINAS 

Black Christmas (remake) 

Directed by Glen Morgan 
MGM 


BEST GAME 

ZombieTown 

Twilight Creations 


BEST VIDEO GAME 

BioShock 

2K Games 


.:ST TELEVISION 

Dexter 

Showtime 


BEST TREND 

The explosion of horror film festivals 


IIEST ORIGINAL SOONOTRACK 

Planet Terror 

l^arese Sarabande 


BEST FEATURE AS VOTED BY 
THE MEMBERS OF THE RUE 
MORGUE MESSAGE BOARD 

Planet Terror 

Dimension 


Pan’s Labyrinth 

Javier Navarrete 
Milan Records 


MOST ANTICIPATED IN 2008 

Midnight Meat Train 

Lakeshore 


The Changeling 

Rick Wilkins, Ken Wannberg and Howard Blake 
Percepto 


LEAST ANTICIPATED IN 2008 

More pointless Asian horror remakes 


, LST POSTER 

Grindhouse 

Dimension 


TIE; Mister B. Gone 

Clive Barker 

HarperCollins 

The Raw Shark Texts 

Steven Hall 

HarperCollins 
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ilAilAB8NT DOIS IT AGAIN 

IHE MISI 

starring Thomas Jane, Laurie Holden 

and Marcia Gay Harden 

Written and directed by Frank Darabont 

Dimension 

Until recently, if you’d asked any Stephen 
King fan which of his yet-to-be-filraed works 
they’d most like to see on the big screen, 
many would have answered The Mist without 
a second thought. Though rich in detail and 
believable eharaclers, King’s 1980 novella is 
also a study in breakneck pacing, suspense 
and money-shot horror that throws more 
slimy, multi-appendaged monsters at the read- 
er than an entire Lovccraft anthology - the 
thing practieally storyboards itself. But after 
seeing so many of King’s best stories trans- 
formed into celluloid crap, fans can be forgiv- 
en for approaching any adaptation of this 
mini-masterwork, even one written and 
directed by Frank Darabont (The Shawshank 
Redemption, The Green Mile), with more than 
a little tQjprehension. 

t ;Feas;.iiot, fans: this one’s a keeper. In 
pllin^fae sto^g.of a group of ordinary folks 


trapped in a small-town grocery store by an 
impenetrable mist crawling with monsters 
from beyond. Darabont wisely abandons the 
Hollywood Golden Age grace notes of 
Shawshank and Green Mile for a gritty, doc- 
umentary feel that plays up the story’s claus- 
trophobic atmosphere and unrelieved sus- 
pense. You can practically smell the sweat 
and fear as the orderly shoppers, stripped of 
the false securities of modem technology 
and society and helpless against the mon- 
sters besieging the store, steadily degenerate 
into a mob of survivalists mled by despair, 
suspicion and religious hysteria. Using 
mostly hand-held catneras, Darabont match- 
es every shot of the mist and its ghoulish 
inhabitants with a score of close-up reaction 
shots from his gallery of ordinary American 
faces, forcing the viewer to identify with 
their expressions of terror, cowardice and 
shock. When the shit finally hits the fan - 
and it does in a big way - you arc there. 

Darabont lives up to his reputation as an 
actor’s director, coaxing uniformly excellent 
performances from his large cast. Thomas 
Jane, as anguished father and husband David 
Drayton, gives the action an anchor of hero- 
ic restraint and rationality, while Marcia Gay 
Harden turns in the perfonnance of a career 


as Mrs. Carmody. a religious zealot whose 
apocalyptic ravings take on a prophetic feel 
as the horrors mount. 

The relentlessly downbeat ending will 
shock viewers who need to be ushered out of 
the dark theatre with a reassuring pat on the 
back, but for the rest of us, the final sequences 
are a fitting good-night from an intelligent, 
ballsy director who will hopefully scoop up 
the rights to a few more of King’s unfilmed 
gems. 

James Grainger 

MAKES THE CUT 

SftWIV 

staring Tobin Bell, Costas Mandyior 
and Scott Patterson 
Directed by Darren Lynn Bousman 
Written by Patrick Meiton, Marcus Dunstan 
and Thomas Fenton 
Maple 

Remember when 5au' 
was a promising-looking 
new indie horror film? 

Who would guess that it 
would become Holly- 
wood’s most lucrative (not 
to mention grotesque) hor- 
ror franchise? Of course, 
to keep this cash cow 
going, the plot lines and trademark villain Jig- 
saw's mythology have been stretched past the 
point of absurdity. But now that we’re on our 
fourth Saw in as many Halloween seasons, 
maybe it’s time to stop being so critical and 
just have some fun with it. If you can accept 
it on its own terms. Saw IV is an absolute 
blast. 

Since Jigsaw (Tobin Bell) and his appren- 
tice were killed in the last movie, you’re prob- 
ably wondering how he’s supposed to keep 
torturing people. That problem is addressed in 
the opening moments, an absolutely puke-tas- 
tic autopsy scene that reveals - go figure - a 
tape recorder swallowed by Jigsaw moments 
before his demise, letting us know that the 
games are not over. We’re then introduced to 
detectives Hoffman (Costas Mandyior) and 
Rigg (Lyriq Bent), who are investigating the 
latest Jigsaw murders, only to have their toes 







stepped on by two FBI agents. Rigg bas con- 
trol issues, as the number of victims he could- 
n't save mounts. When an apparent accom- 
plice of Jigsaw’s abducts him, Rigg is thrust 
into a game in which he is given the opportu- 
nity to save a series of less than savory folks 
from sadistic death traps, or allow Uiem to suf- 
fer through it alone. Meanwhile, the FBI 
investigation introduces new back story about 
Jigsaw and his motivations, including a new 
character, his ex-wife Jill. The plot flies at a 
whirlwind pace and washroom breaks are out 
of the question. 

Refreshingly, Saw IV spends little lime on 
the bloody cruelty that the franchise is known 
for. concentrating instead on its multiple sto- 
rylines and flashbacks. Not that anyone 
should genuinely care about what happens to 
the characters in a Saw film, though. We all 
know that in the end Jigsaw wins and it’s 
game over for everyone else. In the world of 
Saw, whatever Jigsaw plans is what's going to 
happen. But for what it’s worth, the writers 
have crafted a mystery with a final twist that 
you won’t see coming, and the way they set it 
all up for future entries is brilliant in its own 
way. 

So keep your expectations realistic, and 
bring on more 

Aaron Von Lupton 
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Starring Rachel Nichols, Wes Bentley 
and Simon Reynolds 
Directed by Franck Khalfoun 
Written by Franck Khalfoun, Alexandre Aja 
and Gregory Levasseur 
Seville 


There’s no holly jolly Christmas 
to be had in P2, an entertaining 
thriller set almost entirely in a 
darkened parking garage on 
December 24. Alias' Rachel 
Nichols stars as Angela, an over- 
worked executive heading home 
for the holidays. But her car won't start. For- 
tunately, there’s Thomas {American Beaui^s 
Wes Bentley), the friendly security guard who 
Cries to give her a boost. When that doesn’t 
work, he invites her back to his office for 
Christmas dinner. Suitably weirded out. 
Angela declines, only to find the building 
locked up tight. So she reluctantly heads back 
underground to find Thomas... except he finds 
her first. 

Angela wakes up chained to the desk in 
Thomas’s office and, well, we know what's 
going to happen next. He will profess his love 
for Angela, whose comings and goings he’s 
followed for months. She will then escape and 
Thomas will follow, setting off a game of cat 


White Noise 2: The Light: Craig Fairbrass as Heriry Cane in this in-name-only sequel 


and mouse. A false promise of hope will 
appear in the guise of cops investigating 
reports of a disturbance, but Thomas will talk 
his way out of trouble before Angela eventu- 
ally turns the tables on him. And, yes, that is 
the film’s entire story, but it’s really no spoiler 
to say so as P2 telegraphs its ending in its 
opening minutes. The flin instead comes in 
seeing how well first-time director Franck 
Khalfonn enlivens a well-worn plot. 

The perfomiances help. Nichols is suitably 
terrified and then resilient, making her a sym- 
pathetic heroine, while Bentley balances 
chann and menace in his portrayal of a lonely 
guy who just wants someone to talk to - and 
will chain them up in order to make them lis- 
ten. Thomas gets the funniest lines, and he’s 
just deranged enough to make his comeup- 
pance cheer-worthy. 

As to the script, Khalfoun’s co-writers are 
Alexandre Aja and Gregory Levasseur, the 
ghoulish team behind 2003 ’s Haute 
Tension and 2006’s The Hills Have 
Eyes remake. They make the most of 
the claustrophobic space, offering up 
a few gruesome set pieces and 
enough black humour to keep us 
entertained. P2 isn’t exactly A-1. but 
it’s far from pec-yew! 

Sean Plummer 

LOOK ANAY 

WBIIE NOISE 1 : TOE EIGIII 

Starring Nathan Fillion, Katee Sackhoff 
and Craig Fairbrass 
Directed by Patrick Lussier 
Written by MattVenne 
Universal 

Released in theatres two years ago, the orig- 
inal miite Noise had a great gimmick for a 
hon'or movie. Electronic Voice Phenomenon 
(EVP; the voices of spirits captured through 
static on radios or other electronic devices). 
Unfortunately, it didn’t amount to more than a 
scries of jump scares that eventually petered 


out in a typically corny action-packed finale. 
But it made a ton of money, hence this 
straight-to-video sequel that has nothing to do 
with EVP, the previous installment or, um, 
while noise. In this case that could be a good 
thing, but as it turns out 
White Noise 2: The 
Light is an absolute 
snoozefest. 

After his wife and 
child arc murdered by a 
stranger right in front of 
him, Abe Dale {Slither's 
Nathan Fillion) slides 
into a deep depression. 

He attempts suicide, but 
remrns to the land of the living after having 
one of Ihose near-death experiences where 
he’s asked to walk into a mysterious light. 
After some convoluted medical tcchnobabble. 
we leam that Dale somehow now has the abil- 
ity to foresee the deaths of those around him. 
Conveniently this happens a lot, and being the 
good guy that he is. Dale uses his powers to 
save as many people as he can. 

Several dubious plot twists follow, namely 
the revelation through a quick Bible smdy that 
on the third day after being saved, the would- 
be deceased are possessed by Satan and take 
out anyone around them. Director Patrick 
Lussier is probably at home with this kind of 
half-baked theology, having previously 
helmed The Prophecy 3 and the entire Dracu- 
la 2000 franchise. 

While the original White Noise might have 
been a good idea poorly executed, this sequel 
is simply a poor idea done badly. Wlicre 
writer Matt Venne {Masters ofHonvr episode 
“Pelts") came up with this ridiculous plot is 
anyone’s guess, but it makes little sense, and 
its themes of fate and death were a lot more 
entertaining in The Dead Zone ajid Final Des- 
tination. 

Hopefully there will be no afterlife for this 
dead franchise. Take it from us and 
far away from The Light. 





Jake West’s low-budget splatter comedy chokes on its own mess. 


PLEASANT AS A PROBING 

m ALIENS 

Starring Emily Booth, Samuel Butler 

and Jennifer Evans 

Written and directed by Jake’West 

Image 

When the ratings of a sensationalistic 
schlock news station called Weird Worlde TV 
fall lower than those of the Mormon channel, 
the powers-that-be send eye-candy reporter 
Michelle Fox (Emily Booth, whose most 
impressive film credential is Giindhouse's 
“Don’t” trailer) to a small Welsh farming town 
to investigate a rash of unexplained abduc- 
tions and at least one alleged alien impregna- 
tion. Straddling the line between reporting the 
truth and entertaining through trumped-up 
dramatizations, nobody at Weird Worlde actu- 
ally believes there’s any legitimacy to the 
claims, but that won’t stop them from trying to 
squeeze a good story out of it. Of course, once 
they set up shop and Fox straddles a cou- 
ple blokes of her own, the allegations 
prove genuine - the place is overrun by 
space invaders. So crew and fanners band 
together to fight an intergalactic battle to 
the death. Yawn. 

At only 89 minutes, Evil Aliens is still a 
half-hour too long. It regularly pokes fun 
at the media, and itself, but being self-dep- 
recating doesn’t necessarily validate one’s 
existence, even for a B-movie. Barely rising 
above an average episode of Ghost Trackers - 
that shitty kids' show on YTV that looks like 
it was produced on the cast’s allowance - Evil 
Aliens is an abortion of piss-poor CGI, out- 
landish “acting” and imaginative yet crappy 
effects. The aliens are a hybrid of the tradi- 
tional almond-eyed variety and that one ugly 
motherfucker from Predator (no, not Jesse the 
Body Ventura!), but they’re way too cartoon- 
ish to he cool and not cartoonish enough to be 
camp in a Leprechaun sort of way. 

MORGUE 


From a bodily fluid perspective, 
writer/director Jake West does like us enough 
to incorporate tlie holy tiinity - blood, puke 
and jizz - but it doesn’t undo the heinousness 
oi Evil Aliens overall. Spraying the entire cast 
and set of this sci-fi horror abomination with 
extraterrestrial vital fluids is nice, but a turd 
with a ribbon tied around it is still a piece of 
shit. 

Trevor Tuminski 

MODERN MONSTER 

JEKiLL 

Starring James Nesbitt, Gina Bellman 
and Denis Lawson 

Directed by Matt Lipsey and Douglas Mackinnon 
Written by Steven Moffat 
BBC Warner 

There was a time, not so long ago, when 
BBC genre television productions seemed 
hopelessly mired in shoddy, almost laughable 
sets and effects. Or worse; stagy lighting and 
stagier acting. If this is the BBC 
you remember, shitcan those 
impressions right now, because 
for the last several years the net- 
work has had a genre renais- 
sance, with horror and sci-fi pro- 
ductions commanding much 
larger budgets - and ratings - 
putting them on par with Holly- 
wood’s own small-screen programming. 

This, and the literary pedigree of the subject 
matter, provide Jeky’ll with a very solid foun- 
dation. However, make no mistake, this is not 
a remake or period retelling of the Robert 
Louis Stevenson classic, but a full-blown 
modem version that takes place long after the 
events of the novel. It also injects more than a 
little sci-fi/high-tech science into its complex, 
nuanced plot, which is equal parts character 
study and psychological thriller. 

James Nesbitt portrays Dr. Tom Jackman. 
Through the use of minimal makeup and pros- 



thetics, he turns in a powerhouse performance 
as both the frazzled by-the-books Everyman 
and the violent child-like sociopath that share 
a body. Although the two sides of Jackman’s 
personality have become aware of each other, 
neither can recall the time spent as the other, 
thus Jackman concocts a method for passing 
info between the two involving dictaphones, 
notes, etc. Jackman wants nothing more than 
to protect his wife and kids from this dark, 
predatory side until he can find a way to get 
rid of it for good - a plan he must keep secret 
from “Hyde” or face the most dire of conse- 
quences. Worse, there’s also a mysterious 
black van relentlessly tailing him and Hyde is 
getting more powerful and less controllable 
every day. 

Though surprisingly low on grue, Jekyll 
benefits from one clever plot turn after anoth- 
er. But more noteworthy is the fact that Hyde 
is such a multi-dimensional villain. Part of the 
scries’ thrill is seeing what unexpected thing 
he’ll do next, and occasionally even cheering 
him on. 

The DVDs feature all six episodes, with 
crew commentaries on the premiere and sea- 
son closer, as well as two informative behind- 
the-scenes docs. For fans of “smart” genre 
programming such as Dexter, Jekyll is must- 
see TV. 

Monica S. Kuebler 

THOSE 70s SHOWS 

MIDNIEIIT MOVIES: 

EOOM THE MABGINS ID TOE MAINSTOEAlil 

Starring Alejandro Jodorowsky, 

David Lynch and George A. Romero 
Written and directed by Stuart Samuels 
Starz 

Watching Midnight Movies is like discover- 
ing that vital piece of a really cool jigsaw puz- 
zle. If it were one of those nudie puzzles it 
would definitely be, say, a nipple, which is an 
appropriate metaphor given the transgressive 
films examined in Stuart Samuels’ documen- 
tary. 

Midnight Movies were a phenomenon of 
post-peace and love America that began in 
1970 in New York, when Alejandro Jodor- 
owsky’s bloody metaphysical western El Topo 
- which had fizzled in regular release - was 
moved to a midnight slot at the Elgin Theatre. 
It was an unexpected hit, commanding lineups 
around the block, and even multiple viewings 
by John Lennon (who went on to help the 
director get more films made). 

Soon, movies that were too sexual, violent, 
surreal, offensive or just plain challen ging for 
mainstream America were booked for mid- 
night screenings around 
runaway late-night hits 
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Alejandro Jodorowsky in Midnight Movie favourite El Topo. 


constantly in certain theatres for years - are 
covered in the doc: aside from El Topo. 
there’s Night of the Living Dead, The Harder 
They Come. Pink Flamingos, The Rock\- 
Horror Picture Show and Era.serhead. 

As Samuels traces the histoi^ of the Mid- 
night Movies, he iniei-vicws the directors of 
the films, who offer insight into the produc- 
tions and just what it was about them that 
touched a nerve. From Jodorowsky explain- 
ing his joy at starting the phenomenon, to 
Romero describing his first-ever film assign- 
ment shooting a segment for Mr. Rogers ' 
Neighborhood (you won't find that on the 
IMDb). to vintage stills of dressed-up Rocky 
Horror fans going apeshit at screenings. 
Midnight Movies is a tantalizing histoiy les- 
son with plenty of entertaining sidenotes. If 
you're a genre junkie and lover of the shared 
theatrical experience, it’s also a bittersweet 
celebration of the last great period of cellu- 
loid before home video arrived in 1977 and 
killed it all. 

And while Midnight Movies is absolutely 
essential viewing. North Americans get the 
shaft on this bare-bones release. The UK ver- 
sion includes an additional 80 minutes of 
interview footage with the directors, a stills 
gallery, trailers, plus public domain titles 
Night of the Living Dead and Reefer Mad- 
ness] Unless you have an all-region player 
and cough up for an import, it feels like sud- 
denly there’s another puzzle piece missing. 

Dave Alexander 


HOLD THE BACON 


Sim OF ECHOES 2: lOE OOMECOIIIING 

Starring Rob Lowe, Mamie McPhail 
and Vik Sahay 

Written and directed by Ernie Barbarash 
Lionsgate 

Eight years after the original, frenetic 
hypno-thriller was released, master straighl- 
to-DVD sequclist Ernie Barbarash {Cube 2. 
Cube Zero, American Psvcho 2) revisits Stir 
of Echoes in this surprisingly decent second 
installment, subtitled The Homecoming. 

Timely set in a washed-out. militaiy zone 
somewhere in the desert of a nameless Arab 
nation, it stars Rob Lowe as Ted Cogan, a 
National Guard commander who makes a 
bad call on a suspicious vehicle that enters 
his crew’s crosshairs. They plug it with 
more holes than Lowe probably filled in the 
■80s, and suddenly there’s innocent blood 
on Ted’s hands. Karma doesn’t wait for ret- 
ribution and he commander takes a stray 
shot to the melon almost immediately, 
falling into a two-week coma. 

Upon returning home to his family. Ted is 
consumed with harrowing hallucinations 
and cadaverous apparitions, their burned 
and melted carcasses crispier than the 
Colonel’s secret recipe. Turns out Major 
Dad isn’t just losing it, he's got himself a 
case of the “x-ray eyes.” a condition - car- 



ried over from the first movie starring 
Kevin Bacon - where the victim or “receiv- 
er” is open to communications from the 
dead. Like a paranormal puzzle, every- 
thing’s connected and pieces have to come 
together fast or the haunlings will only 
intensify. With the help of a grown-up Jake 
Witzky. {Bacon’s spellbound son from the 
original). Cogan eventually discovers the 
hauntings are linked to more than just his 
own misdeeds, and that the fiery phantoms 
won't stop until his whole family is dead. 

Unlike many rental shelf reduxes. Stir of 
Echoes 2 sticks closely to the plot devices 
of its predecessor, 
proving Barbarash 
really is out to 
expand on the story 
and not just redress 
an old script to cash 
in on recognition 
factor. It's also a 
pretty smart screen- 
play. successfully 
weaving in a delib- 
erate social agenda 
addressing war- 
based racial ten- 


sion. Keeping cheap scares to a minimum, 
Barbarash employs fire - - an element of fear 
that really hasn't been explored ad nauseum 
in mainstream horror - and keeps the heat 
on high throughout this low-budget sequel 
that won’t necessarily have you achin' for 
Bacon. 


Trevor Tuminski 


YOO RE GONNA DIE! 


Starring Sandy Gardiner, Callard Harris 
and Veronica Sywak 

Written and directed by Jonathan Hensleigh 
Dimension Extreme 

The notorious Italian cannibal cycle con- 
sists of seven films made from 1972-81. 
They share a common theme: through igno- 
rance and exploitation, white men tre.spass 
both physically and culturally into the realm 
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The Supernatural Thriller is Back 



The Kingdom is Denmark's most 
‘ technologically advanced hospiti, 
but inside its mazelike corridors, 
bizarre and otherworldly event 
are occurring. Wt has taken up 
residence, and now it won't let 


AVAILABLE AT 


The Chitling Series from 
Lars uon Trier that 
Inspired Stephen King’s 
Kingdom Hospital 


darkly comic and deeply disturbing" 

-Los Angeles Times 


a surrealistic hospital drama 
ghostly undertones" 


seriously explores a spirit world 
of angels and demons" 

-New York Times 
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Evil Motion Pictures 

Horror and sex go together like zombies and chainsaws, and although hard- 
core shagging in fright flicks died out during the grindhouse era. it’s making 
a comeback. I was about to toss out my Misty Mundae collection for not 
being hardcore enough, when I stumbled upon Succubus, which features 
super-hot goth beauty Liz Vicious. The story follows a museum curator (porn 
ster Raven Riley), who discovers that evil succubus Lilith (Vicious) has 
escaped from her prison/grave. Naturally, Raven enlists the help of a horny 
sheriff to stop Lilith's deadly, sex-fuelled rampage. Though Succubus ms supposed to be a vehi- 
cle for Raven, it’s Vicious who steals the show in this gory, well-shot porno-with-a-plot. Her 
nubile young body gives new meaning to the term “Helimouth.” 

Body Count: 10 
Money Shots: 8 

X MARKS THE e-SPOT 
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Burning Angel 

Not surprisingly, I was looking forward to director Doug (Punk Rock Holo- 
caust) Sakmann’s hardcore porno parody of The Exorcist Trouble is - and I 
can’t believe I’m saying this - sometimes there’s such a thing as too much 
sex, as 40 minutes of the XXXorcisfs 47-minute running time is taken up by 
one hump scene. Tommy Pistol (Re-Penetratoi) plays Father Merkin, a pervy 
priest called upon to perform an exorcism on possessed young hottie Regan MacFeel (groan). 
Instead, he performs a “sexorcism" in an effort to “fuck” the devil out of her. In addition to spin- 
ning heads, gallons of green puke, holy dildos and a baby Jesus butt-plug, XXXorcist a\so sports 
one of the best movie lines ever: “Your mother sucks cock in hell. . . but not as good as me!” 
Body Count 1 
Money Shots: 1 

MEAAeg-A-TRAUMA 
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Steel Web Sbidios 

. The latest from Slaughter Disc director David Quitmeyer is a trilogy of shorts, i t 
' all featuring buxom porn star Caroline Pierce, in the quirky “Mail Order i / 

' Bride” she’s a robotic sex toy that teaches her owner a thing or two about ' " 

■ rough sex after her programming goes horribly wrong. Pierce entices as a ^ feWc I 

sexy cross between the Bride of Frankenstein and Vampirella. Flipping that 

idea, “Mr. Buttons” sees a possessed toy that makes ite owner’s most ' ^ 

demented desires come true. And lastly, "Sustenance” is a disturbing ditty about a woman who 
checks into a hospital for weight reduction surgery and becomes a mad doctor’s guinea pig. 
Though not as erotic or gory as Slaughter Disc, this campy, entertaining watch gets the perv seai 
of approval! 

Body Count 9 

Money Shots: 1 Chance Lance 



of primitive jungle tribes and suffer their gory 
retribution. Ruggero Deodato’s Cannibal Holo- 
caust (1980) is the definitive statement in this 
genre. 

Cannibal Holocaust was thrust into the pub- 
lic eye again during the great Blair Witch Pro- 
ject hype of 1999. through accusations that 
BWP ripped off the film. More accurately, it 
can be said that Blair Witch copped Deodaio’s 
faux documentary “found footage” gimmick. 
Welcome to the Jungle brings this full circle, by 
using the video diary ruse of Blair Witch for a 
film heavily influenced by Cannibal Holo- 
caust. 

Two Australian girls, Mandi (Sandy Gar- 
diner) and Bijou (Veronica Sywak), meet on the 
island of Fiji for a post-college reunion and pair 
up with two aimless American youths, Colby 
(Callard Harris) and Mikcy (Nick Richey). 
While in a bar, they hear of sightings of 
Michael Rockefeller, a member of one of the 
wealthiest families in the world, who had dis- 
appeared during an anthropological expedition 
to New Guinea in 1961 and was rumoured to 
have been eaten by 
cannibals. Hoping 
for an exclusive 
interview and the 
resulting tabloid 
media sales, the 
quartet pack up 
their video cameras 
and head for the 
interior of New 
Guinea. 

After enduring 
con men, bandits 
and thuggish bor- 
der guards, the 
quartet sets out on foot into the green infemo. 
The discord between the two couples grows as 
they get deeper into the jungle, reaching the 
boiling point when Mikcy takes a couple of 
skulls from a native burial shrine to sell on 
eBay. Mikey and Bijou then steal all of the sup- 
plies and head down river on a makeshift raft, 
under the malevolent gaze of local tribal war- 
riors. 

There may be nothing new under the canopy 
in this Jungle, but it's a fine PETA-friendly 
homage/companion to the Italian cannibal 
films, annoying iwentysomcthing characters 
and inevitable outcome aside. The story is 
relayed entirely from the perspective of two 
video cameras and successfully captures the 
cinema verite aesthetic of Cannibal Holocaust. 
Of course, cannibal films arc infamous for their 
realistic gore, and this one pulls few punches in 
the final fifteen minutes, especially in a stun- 
ning variation on the girl-on-a-stick gag in 
Holocaust. Two spears up! 


The Gore-Met 
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T he name Val Lewton is a storied one in 
horror movie history. The workaholic 
producer was responsible for such 
atmospheric 1940s classics as Cat 
People, I Walked with a Zombie and The Body 
Snatcher, defying the low expectations implicit 
in the exploitative titles parcelled out to him by 
his bosses at RKO. He delivered low-budget but 
high-quality entertainment, which competed 
favourably with the increasingly shoddy spook 
shows cranked out by the studio's biggest 
competitor. Universal. That Lewton did so 
despite his own distaste for horror and dissat- 
isfaction with his lot speaks to both his talent 
and his tenacity. 

“Would you be satisfied if you were making 
movies with titles like The Leopard Man and / 
Walked with a Zombie?" asks Kent Jones, 
writer/director of the documentary Val Lewton 
- The Man in the Shadows. “He took a lot of 
pride in his work, but I think he just felt like cir- 
cumstances never allowed him to make the 
kinds of movies that would have been full- 
blown and impressive demonstrations of his 
talent.” 


If Lewton himself never felt 
satisfied with his work, there 
are generations of moviego- 
ers - horror fans or not - who 
did, including, of course, 

Jones. The Massachusetts 
native has worked as an 
archivist for Martin Scorsese, 
a programmer for New York’s 
Film Society of Lincoln Cen- 
ter, and a critic for esteemed 
film journals such as Cahieis 
du cinema. Now he has writ- 
ten and directed Val Lewton - 
The Man in the Shadows, a 
documentary produced and narrated by his men- 
tor Scorsese, which is set to premiere on Turner 
Classic Movies on January 1 4. It will hit DVD Jan- 
uary 29 as part of Warner Home Video's Val Lew- 
ton Collection, and will also be sold separately. 

The genesis of the film came from a conversa- 
tion between Jones and Scorsese about potential 
documentary subjects. Recalls Jones, "When I 
mentioned Val Lewton, he was very excited about 
the idea." 


TCM was also receptive, so Jones set about 
crafting a documentary that was part biography 
and part analysis. Interviews with fellow Lewton 
admirers such as directors Kiyoshi Kurosawa 
[Pulse] and Roger Corman, as welt as Lewton’s 
son. are juxtaposed with clips from Lewton-pro- 
duced films Bedlam. Isle of the Dead, the afore- 
merrtioned / Walked with a Zombie, plus lesser- 
known, non-horror entries, including Youth Run 
Wild and Mademoiselle Fifi. As for the title, it 
was chosen not only “because it's reminiscent 
of the era." says Jones, "but also because it had 
multiple meanings in relation to him. One is that 
he remained a producer and he never really 
wanted to direct, but you feel his imprint on 
every single film that he made in the way that 
you don’t [with] most producers." 

This was despite (or perhaps because of) the 
paltry budgets doled out by RKO. As Jones 
points out in the film. Lewton’s influence over 
his work extended to editing and scripting - ail 
of it uncredited. But while Lewton's ambitions 
were often stymied by budget. Jones believes 
that those financial constraints actually con- 
tributed greatly towards shaping the oeuvre hor- 
ror fans now revere. 

"He felt like, ‘Why can't I get more money? 
Why can't I get better sets? Why can’t I get bet- 
ter actors?'" Jones explains. “Would he have 
wanted in his heart of hearts to have [hammy 
character actor] Erford Gage play the poet in The 
Seventh Victim? I don’t think so. But then he 
would never have been filming stories like The 
Seventh Victim if he had 
had a bigger budget either, 
He was stigmatized by [the 
horror tag] but in retrospect 
I don’t think his films would 
have been so unsettling if 
he had more money. I think 
that the anxieties that they 
brought out of him wound 
up becoming a very, very 
powerful component." 

As to Lewton’s enduring 
legacy, Jones believes it’s 
bigger than horror. 

"In essence, they're not 
really horror films, except 
for Isle of the Dead and pieces of The Leopard 
Man. His contribution to the horror genre has 
more to do with taking things that were already 
present - which is working with silence and 
sound and the tension between them, shadow 
and light, what is seen and unseen - and mak- 
ing those things into powerful, expressive 
devices that are at the forefront of the movie. His 
contribution to cinema, on the other hand, is 
something else.” * 
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"i really enjoyed this film!" 
Jekyll - www.honor-web.com 
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Ten horror movie reviewers attend a party thrown by the Horror- 
DVDZone website. Suddenly the power - and the lights - go out. 
A mysterious figure has cut the main wiring. 

The Party’s Ooer... The Hunt Begins... 


"...a fun ride and one I genuinely enjoyed. I have no hesitation 
in recommending Dead Hunt." DJ ^nz - vmw.horrorialk.com 

Buy it at www.createspace.com * Title 228629 


2 DVD Disc Set includes: Feature Presentation, 
Producer/Director Audio Commentary, Behind-The-Scenes, 
Alternate Endings, and so much morel 
Widescreen Presentation * 85 Minutes * Unrated * Adult 
Language * Graphic Violence * Nudity * Sexual Situations 


Self-Distributed by Timewarp Films. 
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SCHOOLS us ON FULci 

iHE psymcjiani 

starring Jennifer O’Neill, 

Gabriele Ferzetti and Marc Pore! 

Directed by Lucio Fulci 

Written by Lucio Fulci, Robert Gianviti 

and Dardano Sacctietti 

Severin 

Fulci’s thriller-cum-giallo The Psychic 
(a.k.a. Seven Notes in Black) likely holds 
the record as the longest-run- 
ning “coming soon” release in 
DVD history. Rumours of an 
impending issue stretch back 
as far as 1996, when Quentin 
Tarantino annotmced that his 
long-defunct company Rolling 
Thunder Pictures had acquired 
the rights and would be releas- 
ing it to home video. Since 
then, French label Neo Publish- 
ing released a single and a two- 
disc collector’s edition (without English 
options) m 2005, the former allegedly boot- 
jegged for the subsequent region-free. 



NTSC English-language Alfa Digital disc. 
This release marks the first legitimate Eng- 
lish-language DVD. 

Jennifer O’Neill {Summer of '42) stars as 
a middle-aged clairvoyant interior designer 
who decides to redecorate her new hus- 
band’s country home while he’s away on 
business. While driving there, she suffers 
visions of a red room, a bleeding woman 
and someone being bricked up behind a 
wall. Inside her husband’s home, she real- 
izes she's in the same room that was in her 
vision and finds skeletal remains behind a 
fake wall. The police suspect 
her husband of the crime and 
arrest him. With the aid of her 
flamboyant psychiatrist (Marc 
Porel), she tries to unravel the 
mystery and clear her hus- 
band’s name. 

The Psychic is a beautifully 
shot, plot-heavy mystery with 
supernatural overtones that is 
atypically staid in light of 
Fulci’s usual stylistic exercis- 
es. As a giallo, it’s an unremarkable entry 
in a genre noted for lurid excesses; rather, 
this film is important, as it represents the 




bifurcation of Fulci’s career between the 
journeyman director of comedies, gialli and 
spaghetti westerns and the specialist in hor- 
ror who became the stuff of legend. It also 
marks the first gathering of the collabora- 
tors who would help define the filmmaker 
for posterity; writer Dardano Sacchetti, 
composer Fabio Frizzi and cinematograph- 
er Sergio Salvati. The elements that encom- 
pass his best work - the Lovccraftian goth- 
ic ambience, ominous piano-based scores 
and outrageous violence - are present in 
their nascent fonns. This film is essential in 
fully understanding Fulci’s horror oeuvre. 

Severin has been quietly excelling at the 
DVD release racket; the disc features an 
excellent anamorphic English-language 
print, theatrical trailer and a wonderful fea- 
turette in which Sacchetti, editor Bruno 
Micheli and costume designer Massimo 
Lentini reminisce by telephone about the 
production and the director. They paint an 
aural portrait both frank and affectionate. 
The highest recommendation for Fulci fans. 

The Gore-met 
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Starring Matthew Laborteaux, 

Kristy Swanson and Michael Sharrett 

Directed by Wes Craven 

Written by Diana Henstell and Bruce Joel Rubin 

Warner 


This bizarre and often unintentionally 
hilarious killer robot movie has got to be 
one of the strangest things on Wes Craven’s 
resume - and that’s saying something. 
Almost a splatter-happy takeoff on the 
same year’s box- 
office smash Short 
Circuit, Deadly 
Friend is a bril- 
liantly awful deba- 
cle that should 
appeal to the bad 
movie masochist 
in everyone. 

Paul (Matthew 
Laborteaux), a 

goofy college kid, is eager to impress 
Samantha (Kristy Swanson), the girl next 
door, with his latest invention: BB, a Num- 
ber 5-styled robot that performs basic 
chores and mumbles like a Jawa after a root 
canal. When the girl of his dreams is unex- 
pectedly killed - knocked down the stairs 
by her abusive father - Paul decides to 
bring Samantha back to life by implanting 
SB’s chips in her brain. Naturally, this 
turns her into a super-strong zombie killing 
machine that terrorizes their squeaky-clean s 
suburban neighbourhood. 







Siiulip demand for more of Craven’s 
trailemark horror touch is the most likely 
cause of Deadly Friend's wildly fluctuating 
tone, which starts out like a mild-mannered 
Disney family film but ends with faces 
shoved in furnaces, gushing fountains of i 
blood and a couple of creepy dream 1 
sequences that are almost direct steals 
from A Nightmare on Elm Street. 

No doubt originally envisioned as a 
decent teen love story with a horrific 
twist, ironically it’s the telltale finger- 
prints of Warner’s tampering that has real- 
ly turned the film from a predictable time- 
waster to a must-see curiosity after all 
these years. In one unforgettably over-thc- 
top sequence, Kristy maliciously tosses a 
basketball at Anne Ramsey’s {Goonies) 
skull, which gratuitously explodes all over 
the walls, leaving her headless body stum- 
bling around for what seems like several 
minutes. It’s stupid, for sure, but the sheer 
audaciousness of the supplementary gore in 
this scene alone is worth suffering through 
some of the film’s more awkward heart- 
string tugs and crossed-wire dramatics. 

Paul Corupe 
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starring Kevin Van Hentenryck, 

Annie Ross and Heather Rattray 
Written and directed by Frank Henenlotter 
Synapse Films 


k.. 


In the featurette included on Synapse’s reis- 
sue of Basket Case 2. Frank Henenlotter 
reveals that his films Frankenhooker and BC2 
were shot more or less back-to-back, and tliat 
following Frankenhooker's oft-troubled pro- 
duction. BC2 was a much happier experience 
for cast and crew alike. Well, I’m glad some- 
body enjoyed it, ’cause I personally can’t 
imagine how us devotees of the original Bas- 
ket Case could find this charmless, ill-advised 
cash-grab anything but painful. In fact, it’s the 
first Henenlotter film I can honestly say I did- 
n’t enjoy at all. 

So, you thought Duane Bradley (Kevin Van 
Hentenryck) and his mutant brother died after 
falling out of a New York flophouse window 
at the end of the original Basket Case^ Nah, 
just scrapes, bruises and concussions, all suc- 
cessfully treated in a hospital before the sib- 
lings escape and take up residence with the 
kindly Granny Ruth (jazz singer Annie Ross) 
and her hot daughter, Susan (Heather Rattray), 
in a group home they run for human oddities. 
All goes well until a reporter (Kathryn Meisle) 
and a pnvatc dick {From Beyond's Ted Sorel) 
track the brothers down, and before you can 
say “gooble gobble one of-us,” the freak fra- 
ternity bands together to fight off the interlop- 
ers-. 


The half-assed, sub-Troma creature 
designs are about as credible as the film’s 
dismal attempt at we-are-the-real-monsters 
social commcntaiy (a la Tod Browning’s 
Freaks), and while many of the critters are 
more outlandish than Belial, none are even 
half as inspired or memorable. Physically, 
Belial himself is slightly more elaborate this 
time out but certainly no more convincing 
than before; gore has been toned down con- 
siderably and the authentic New York grime 
so integral to the original film has been sup- 
planted by saccharin late-’80s gloss. Henen- 
lotter's talent for black satire rarely ever sur- 
faces and his attempt at a twist ending is 
laboured and contrived. Van Hentcnryck’s 
sympathetic perfoimance in the original BC 
gave the story its vital emotional centre, but 
here he mostly just seems confused and 
uninvolved, and I can’t say I blame him. 

Most horror film sequels fail by falling all 
over themselves to be more gory, lurid and 
spectacular than their predecessors; oddly 
enough, that approach might have actually 
helped here, since there isn’t even a hint of 
the original’s unmitigated audacity to be 
found. 

John W. Bowen 


STItCHED TOeeTHER 


FBMKENSIEIN |1S]31 

Starring Robert Foxworth, Susan Strasberg 
and Bo Svenson. 

Directed by Glenn Jordan 
Written by Dan Curtis, Sam Hall 
and Richard H. Landau 
Dark Sky 


After his vampire soap opera Dark Shad- 
ows was finally drained of life in 1971, 
series creator Dan Curtis dabbled in a vari- 
ety of gothic-tinged TV movies, ranging 
from The Picture of Dorian Gray and The 


Turn of the Screw, to his best-known effort. 
Trilogy of Terror. Originally broadcast on 
the ABC anthology series Wide World of 
Mysten’, his long-winded take on Mary 
Shelley’s immortal Frankenstein is fraught 
with the same overblown melodrama and 
cost-cutting production values that were the 
twin pillars of his long-lived scries. 

Co-written and produced by Curtis, this 
telefilm is well-grounded in the novel, even 
though it all plays out fairly weakly. As Vic- 
tor Frankenstein, Robert Foxworth can’t 
help himself from nibbling on the paste- 
board sets as he bounces between smarmy 
assuredness and alarmed rage in each scene, 
concealing his guilt over giving life to the 
Creature (Bo Svenson) from his fickle 
fiancee, Elizabeth (Susan Strasberg). 

It may have been a gutsy move to virtual- 
ly ignore James Whale’s landmark horror 
film in favour of the original text when 
scripting this adaptation, but a torch-bearing 
villager or two could have jolted a little 
more soul into this two-hour monstrosity. 
Much of the dramatic meat of the film is 
supposed to come from Victor’s impending 
marriage, but this is 
reduced to silly soap 
opera devices of with- 
held information, 
commercial break 
clifthangers and see- 
sawing feelings - it 
seems eveiy scene 
between Foxworth 
and Strasberg begins 
with tender pledges of 
love and ends in a bit- 
ter argument. 

While Foxwoilh’s constant eye-rolling 
and near hysterics any time another charac- 
ter even looks in the direction of his locked 
laboratory reach ludicrous proportions, his 
overacting is balanced somewhat by Sven- 
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Frankenstein: (left to right) Robert Fomorth as Dr. Frankenstein and Bo Svenson as the monster. 


full-scale mental breakdown. But it's Ann 
Sothcm as the deranged mother who steals 
the show with a perfonnance that’s both 
charming and hideous. 

So exactly how did this powerful and 
complicated little flick manage to slip into 
the morass of anonymity? Well, as outlined 
in an interview with Harrington, who pas.scd 
away earlier this year, it's the oft-told tale of 
Hollywood heartbreak. Anxious to get their 
money back after Universal passed on dis- 
tributing the film, the financiers struck a 
deal with a fledgling company who com- 
pletely botched the distribution. It played a 
couple of drive-ins in Oklahoma and Texas 
then languished in obscurity in a storage 
vault for decades. Hopefully now with this 
latest release, a new generation of film 
freaks will finally warm to the homicidal 
instincts of The Killing Kind. 

Stuart Andrews 



son. As the Creature, the former Olympic 
athlete brings a goofy charm to the role 
despite having to hilariously deliver several 
monologues to his only friend, a potato on a 
stickf!), 

Moreover, obvious Styrofoam rocks, 
flubbed lines, dipping boom mics and sets 
that tremble every time a door slams reveal a 
lack of professionalism that consistently 
undermines attempts at a sober, faithful ver- 
sion of the book. While probably not as 
noticeable when the film was first broadcast 
on TV, these flaws are amplified by this 
DVD, which probably won’t click with any- 
one but card-carrying Dan Curtis devotees. 

Paul Corupe 

3 ^ MAN OP GRCiTIT 
iMPOTENCe 

m KILLING KIND|IS73| 

Starring Ann Sothern, John Savage 

and Cindy Williams 

Directed by Curtis Harrington 

Written by Tony Crechales and George Edwards 

Dark Sky 

If there was any justice in the world, 
Dark Sky’s reissue of Curtis Harrington’s 
uniquely disturbing near-masterpiece of 
psychological horror would be greeted with 
a great deal of fanfare. But as it stands, few 
people have ever heard of it, let alone seen 


it. The jaw-dropping gem stars film and 
television veteran Ann Sothern [The Mani- 
tou) as Thelma Lambert, a middle-aged 
owner of a boarding house who’s trapped in 
the nostalgic recollections of a glamourous 
past. Her son Terry, played by John Savage 
{The Deer Hunter), is released from jail 
after a two-year stint for his involvement in 
the gang rape of a young girl, although his 
inability to get a rise in his Levis prevented 
him from participating flilly. 

It’s the uncomfortably affectionate rela- 
tionship he shares with his mother that goes 
a long way to explain Terry's lack of wood. 
This is all further complicated with the 
aiTival of a pretty young lass (played by 
Cindy Williams, of Laverne and Shirley 
fame) who rents a room and inadvertently 
ignites both his 
repressed lust and 
his mother's overt 
jealousy. Terry 
channels his impo- 
tent rage into a 
spree of gruesome 
killings, beginning 
with all the women 
he deems responsi- 
ble for putting him 
behind bars. 

With his rat-like, paranoid vulnerabili- 
ty, John Savage is perfect as the psychotic 
Terry, seemingly always on the verge of a 


BUXOM BUT BORInG 

SfflN'S DOLL |ia 82 | 

starring Jacqueline Dupre, Mariangela Giordano 
and Aldo Sambrell 
Directed by Mario Bianchi 
Written by Gabriele Crisanti 
and Piero Regnoli 
Severin 

In 1982, producer 
Gabriele Crisanti lazily 
reworked Piero Regnoli’s 
original Malahimba - 
about a household nun 
enmeshed in the posses- 
sion/revenge/sexual crav- 
ings of a recently dead relative - into a more 
overt attempt at nunspioitation, with freshly 
dead matriarch Marina Aguilar wreaking 
havoc from a basement crypt. 

Malahimba's Mariangela Giordano returns 
as Solo, family nun and caregiver to the wid- 
ower’s hot daughter Maria (curvaceous but 
utterly vapid Jacqueline Dupre) and his para- 
plegic brother. But aside from a pre-masturba- 
lory striptease (apparently all nuns wear 
snow-white garter ensembles beneath their 
habits). Solo spends most of her screen time 
standing and nodding in dull dialogue 
exchanges with fathcr/part-time heroin addict 
Antonio. 

Using daughter Maria as a puppet, Marina’s 
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spint creates hallucinations that cause the 
family doctor to inject himself with embalm- 
ing fluid before he’s able to mummify Mari- 
na’s immaculate cadaver, and she counteracts 
a loyal scivant’s efforts to exorcise her spirit 
from Maria after a midnight hoodoo session 
by revivifying a relative in the family crypt 
and having the desiccated remains strangle 
him. 

Although Crisanti found an appropriately 
gloomy castle with bizarre underground cav- 
erns and tunnels, hack director Mario Bianchi 
has no idea how to evoke chills; budget 
restrictions notwithstanding, most scenes are 
over-lit and devoid of atmospheric oomph. 
His attempts at crafting montages with freeze 
frames and lap dissolves are amateurish and 
epileptic; like the plodding main title 
sequence, they barely fill out the movie’s 75- 
minutc running time. 

Part of the problem also resides in Regnoli’s 
Malabimba script having been shorn of its 
more depraved elements, and director Bianchi 
being too timid to exploit whatever was left. 


Like most of the film’s characters, Maria is an 
automaton, and gives us little reason to care 
when Solo sacrifices herself for her benefit in 
tire film’s idiotic finale. Aside from three 
instances of frothy stage blood, Satan s Baby 
Doll is thoroughly anemic. 

Mark R. Hasan 

Pi GRUeSOMe GOOD TiMG 

fra BEIONO HE EBfflimi 

starring Peter Cushing, Donald Pleasence 
and David Warner 
Directed by Kevin Connor 
Written by R. Chetwynd-Hayes, 

Raymond Christodoulou and Robin Clarke 
Warner 

Perhaps the most oddball entry in Warn- 
er’s new Twisted Terror line (which tends to 
focus on horrors of a more recent and North 
American vintage). Amicus’ From Bevoncl 
the Grave is a satisfying anthology of chills 
that ranks with some of the UK studio’s 
finest work. 


The film features four macabre short sto- 
ries by British scribe R. Chetwynd-Hayes, 
all threaded together by Peter Cushing, who 
emcees the production as an antiques dealer 
selling mysterious artifacts to each story’s 
protagonist. Creepy “beyond the grave” 
effects and some brutally staged murders 
are the real stars of the first talc, in which a 
young man (David Warner) buys an antique 
mirror haunted by a spirit that compels him 
to kill bcautiftil girls. Then, a browbeaten 
husband (Ian Banncn) meets a poor war vet- 
eran (Donald Pleasence) and falls for his 
daughter, Emily (Donald’s real-life off- 
spring. Angela Pleasence). But when she 
offers to perform a black rite to kill his wife 
so they can be together, things quickly get 
out of hand in this shrewdly told tale, which 
is bolstered by a left-field twist and quirky 
performances by the Pteasences. 

Things falter in the second half, as Ian 
Carmichael portrays a stuffy businessman 
who hires an eccentric spiritualist (Margaret 
Leighton) to rid 
him of an invisible, 
parasitic demon on 
his shoulder in a 
quickie that's not 
as wryly funny as 
it thinks it is. The 
final tale involves 
William Seaton 
(Ian Ogilvy) buy- 
ing an old stone 
door that opens a 
portal to the evil 
past; it’s well 
shot despite some 
basic similarities to the first story. 

Even when From Beyond the Grave slips, 
though, it’s still entertaining. Getting by on 
an irresistibly winning combination of sharp 
writing, talented “old guard” actors and 
stylish direction by Kevin Connor, it 
authentically captures EC Comics’ off-kilter 
atmosphere for an undeniably gruesome 
good time. 

Paul Corupe 
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Season l and 2 on DVD! 
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^ : ho says horror films don’t have our best inter- 
este at heart? After alt, at various junchjres 
they’ve admonished us not to Go in the 
House, Go in the Woods, Go Near the Park, 
Open the Window, Answer the Phone, Open 
Til Christmas, Look Now and even - direct from the 
“WTF?!?” file - Torture a Duckling. 

VCl’s new “grindhouse double feafrire” (more on the G-* 
word later) presents two tesser-known entries from the 
Don’t canon, both directed tv hie late, Arkansas-born, 
Texas-based S.F. Brownrigg.a second-sfring 70s exploite- 
tion specialist (his other two horror flicte are 1 974’s Scum 
of the Earth and 1976’s Keep My Grave Open). Given the 
overlooked gem potential among grindhouse fare from this 
era [Lemora, Rituals and Let's Scare Jessica to Death leap 
to mind), not to menfion the so-bad-it's-fucldng-brilliant 
factor {NIghWeast, anyone? Invasion of die Blood farm- 
ers?), t was looking forward to immersing myself in Brown- 
ngg’s ouevrei.but botf) these Don’ts ultimately 
left me wishing I hadn’t. 

While fliere’s no denying ftat 1973‘s Don’t 
Look in the Basement is a catchy title, not 
much of anything in ttls film actually tekes 
place in the basement. That, sadly, is the least 
I of ite problems. Rosie Holotik plays a young 
^ nurse who arrives at her new job at a small 
\ private asylum in Florida, home to a handfui 
.> of standard-issue one-note mental patients: 

the child-man, the delusional soldier, the 
:j sadist, the sex-phobic puritan, the nympho- 
T maniac, et al. She’s shocked at how much 
:»« freedom they're given by the chief of staff 
• . (Anne McAdams), but then they start turning 
m up dead and that’s pretty much all that hap- 
j pens unSI the twist ending, which isn't real- 
ly much of a twist since I’m sure Helen 
Keller' could see it coming from about the 
““ twenty-minute mark. ' 


Next up on die double bill is Don't Open the Door, which 
shows us a more technically assured director at work but 
is ultimately even slower and more predictable than Base- 
ment which, I suppose, is some kind of perverse achieve- 
ment in and of Iteetf. Opening credits roll over a cool mon- 
tage of creepy dolls that seems to anticipate Tobe Hooper’s 
The Funhouse, With a backdrop of minor-key lounge music, 
but then everything kinda goes to shit when the film gets 
properly underway. The exceedingly grating Susan Brack- 
en plays a young woman terrorized by a killer - who may 
or may not also be an obscene phone caller - after she 
returns to her family home to care for her ailing grand- 
mother. 

So, what of the “grindhouse” pedigree? In our retrospec- 
tive {RMU68i, Maniac director and Blue Underground pres- 
ident Bill Lustig lamented that many of the titles we asso- 
ciate with the subgenre ^led to really deliver on the lurid 
thrills ttiey promised {Maniac itself being a notable excep- 
tion), ^d I quoted him on this several issues later {RMfl69) 
in my review of some iacklusti’e titles from Diemos. Bill 
would appear to be right on the money again in tills case, 
and one hopes the trend stops here, but one is not opti- 
mistic. 

Despite the largely underwhelming box office perfor- 


i 


mous double header, tiie G-word Is bandied about rather 
recklessly in the reissue business these days. And given 
tire inclusion of Edgar {Shaun of the Dead} Wright's satiri- 
cal GnndhousedaileT for the imaginary film Don't, it do^- 
n’t take a marketing genius to figure out VCI’s^motiva- 
tion. So, when it comes to a recorfi- 
mendation of either film on • ^ ^ 

this DVD, another word 
springs to hund^^^jKfc 
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THi FtRST OF THE LAST MEN 


IHE LAST MAN ON EABIH |10S1| 

Starring Vincent Price, Franca Bettoia 

and Giacomo Rossi-Stuart 

Directed by Sidney Salkow and Ubaldo Ragona 

Written by William F. Leicester, Furio M. Monetti 

and Ubaldo Ragona 

Fox/M GM 


Just in time for the third big 
screen adaptation of Richard 
Matheson’s pioneering survival 
horror novel I Am Legend comes a 
new DVD reissue of the very first 
- and arguably best - film version. 

An Italian-American co-produc- 
tion starring Vincent Price as 
Robert Morgan, a scientist 
besieged by hordes of vampires. 

77;e Last Man on Earth is a har- 
rowing. apocalyptic vision of the 
end of humanity, and a meditation 
on the very nature of monsters. Ignored on 
initial theatidcal release, only now through 
home video has it achieved the cult status it 
was destined for. 

Sticking closely to Matheson’s story - 
though .still not closely enough to gain the 
respected author’s approval - the film is care- 
fully structured into three very distinct acts. 
The first, propelled by Morgan’s paranoid 
inner monologue, sets the bleak tone for the 
rest of the film. Barrieaded in his house, Mor- 
gan guards his life and sanity from the ghouls 
that pound on his doors and windows for 
hours each night. When these creatures final- 
ly skulk oil to avoid the sunlight. Morgan 
tirelessly and obsessively goes about his 
lonely rituals of suiv'iving - gathering 
bushels of garlic, tending to his power gener- 
ators, carv'ing wooden stakes to jam into the 
chests of the sleeping vamps and throwing 
their corpses into a pit fire. This is followed 
by a lengthy flashback to what went wrong; 
working with his assistant Ben (Giacomo 
Rossi-Stuart), Morgan discovers an airborne 
virus is wiping out humans by transforming 
them into undead bloodsuckers. He eventual- 
ly loses his wife and daughter to it. as well as 
Ben, who is now leading the nightly zombie- 
like sieges on his home. 

Everything changes in the last third of the 
film, as Morgan finally comes into contact 


Vincent Price fights off vampires in the first adaptation of Richard Matheson’s classic novel. 


with others. First, he 
notices a dog (that he even- 
tually discovers has also been infected), and 
then a frightened woman, Ruth Collins (Fran- 
ca Bettoia). who attempts to flee when he 
reaches out to her. Believing his bat-immu- 
nized blood can protect her against the dis- 
ease. Morgan convinces her to come back to 
his home, only to discover that she's part of a 
growing sect of vampires who have learned 
to control their condition with vaccine injec- 
tions. She then turns the tables on Morgan by 
revealing that this new race of self-medicat- 
ing hybrid human/vampircs arc afraid of him. 
that he has become a temfying legend in his 
own right through his methodical staking of 
hundreds of infected vampires. To stop his 
murder spree, they are Ibnning a party to hunt 
Morgan down. 

An obvious cinematic influence on Night of 
the Living Dead (and in turn the residting 
zombie boom that followed in Romero’s foot- 
steps), The Last Man on Earth is an effective 
combination of pathos and fear. Its final twist 
delivers the emotional punch set up at the 
begiiming of the film by offering a clever 
variation on Frankenstein, in which torch- 
bearing monsters hunt down a human. In 
Ruth’s new society where vampiiism has 
become the nomi, it’s Morgan who becomes 
the abnonnal outsider, and he does so by sim- 
ply attempting to survive. Morgan has 
become a feared and powciiiil killer in the 


same way that horror fans have traditionally 
viewed unholy vampires in fiction and film. 

Unlike Charlton Heston’s tough-guy hero- 
ics in the 1971 remake. The Omega Man, 
however, which tended to play more on the 
action sequences of the attacking creatures, 
there is no joy or even vicarious pleasure in 
Morgan’s day-to-day vampire slaying; he’s a 
man wracked with loneliness and regret. In 
one of his better performances. Price is 
restrained and hauntingly believable as the 
world’s last hope, and this is no easy task, 
since he’s onscreen for virtually the entire 
film, often by himself The considerable 
mood of despair is further represented by the 
film’s stark black and white cinematography, 
which features eerily desolate highways and 
suburban sprawl. 

Though it first came to prominence through 
muddy public domain releases, a nicely 
restored The Last Man on Earth was issued 
under MGM’s Midnight Movies imprint in 
2005 as part of a double bill with nuclear 
holocaust shocker Panic in the Year Zero. 
Those who missed that pairing would do well 
to pick up this repackaged vci-sion, which fea- 
tures the same sharp transfer and the original 
Cinemascope aspect ratio. It’s the definitive 
DVD version of this classic Price and Mathc- 
son team-up. which is bound to survive in the 
minds of horror fans long after the new Will 
Smith blockbuster has been forgotten. 

Paul Corupe 
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INSPIRED BY TRUE EVENTS 

A group of friends must survive the weekend in order to escape 
the terror that is beyond their imagination. Desperate and fearing 
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ALL NEW PRODUCTION FOR 2007 
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35TH ANNIVERSARY 
EXHUMED EDITION 

This cult hit has been 
restored to celebrate the 
35th Anniversary of it's 
release, and the life of 
director Bob Clark. Not 
only is this movie digitally 
restored with new uncut 
elements. ..but an all new 
cast commentary with Alan 
Ormsby, Jane Daly, and 
Anya Cronin. 

87 minutes. Color, 1.85:1, 
PG, 1972, DVD #8509 

NOW AVAILABLE ON 
DVD 



ELIOT 


HE 



104 minutes. Color, 
16x9 Widescreen, NR, 
2007, DVD #8514 


Eliot Ness, the real-life 
gangbuster who brought 
down Al Capone tells his 
thrilling story as never 
before! From Robert 
Stack to Kevin Costner, ; 
Hollywood's glamorization 
doesn't compare. Max 
Allan Collins, whose 
graphic novel ROAD 
TO PERDITION became 
the Academy Award- 
winning Tom Hanks film, 
has brought his Edgar- 
nominated one-man show 
to the screen in a stylistic 
fashion. 


NOW AVAILABLE ON DVD 
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DRIVE-INS. DELETE DINS AND DTDED SINS 




U et us ponder and praise the chair-jumper: 
the unbidden guest in John Hurt’s chest 
in Alien, Sissy Spacek givmg Amy Irving 
a hand at the end of Carrie, Claire Bloom 
getting a hand from no one in particular in The 
Haunting or any of a dozen moments in The Exor- 
cist. They're also variously known as jurnp- 
scares, seat-soilers, girlfriend-grabbers, heart- 
attackers, slacks-splatterers, etc. You know ’em, 
you love ’em, and our beloved genre would be 
pretty goddamn dull without ’em,. Mine whatever 
subtext you will about the civil rights movement 
from Night of the Living Dead - that rotting 
corpse at the top of the stairs will still likely be the 
first image that comes to mind. 

•The chair-jumper - a term I first heard Tobe 
Hooper use, who attributed it to George Romero 
- should never, however, be confused with the 
cheap-ass fake-out.,You know; characters bump 
into/sneak up on each other in the dark, sudden 
winds cause tree branches to crash through win- 
dows, mannequins topple over for no reason, 
thunderstorms erupt without so much as a 
breeze to announce their arrival, and so on. 
Granted, filmmakers as beloved as John Carpen- 
ter,- Sam Raimi and, yes, Romero have all resort- 
ed to the fake-out at various junctures, but that 
doesn’t make it right. 

So what of the less famous chairrjumpers? 
Does being less iconic make them any less valid? 
Pish-tosh and flapdoodle, I say. There are plenty 
of divinely traumatic moments lurking in lesser- 
known fare; hence I submit my more-or-less- 
comprehensive and many-hours-agonized-over 
list of Alternate' Top Ten Chair-Jumpers, moments 
that may not have made movie history but 
nonetheless have caused more than a few folks 
to damage their Depends. Enter at your own risk, 
though - ahead be spoilers! 


\0. The Tall Man’s inexplicable reappear- 
ance at the end of Phantasm. No; it doesn't 
make a lick of sense. And yes, it’s exactly the kind 
of narrative cheating that irritates me whenever 
Dario , Argento or Brian De Palma do it. But did 



you seriously think I’d compile a list like this with- 
out at least one Phantasm reference? 

I. The opening shot of May. I have no idea 
why Lucky McKee chose to kick off his master- 
piece with this two-second vignette of ocular 
trauma - let’s just say he!s a very complex man. 
And yes, I realize it almost gives away the ending, 
if not quite. But did you seriously think I’d com- 
pile a list like this without at least one May refer- 
ence? 


S. Floating dead kids at the window in 
Salem’s Lot. Whether friend or foe, nothing 
skeezes me out quite like seeing a face at a win- 
dow when I’m not expecting it. Oh, exquisite trau- 
ma! 

4-. The eye at the keyhole in The Devil’s 
Backbone. Some chair-jumpers actually manage 
to shrivel your schlong and make you cry for 
mommy even when you can totally see them 
coming. Guillermo Dei Toro knows a thing or two 
about that. 


S. The last shot of Trilogy of Terror. Karen. 
Black. Giant. Teeth. Oh. My. Fucking, God. 

7. The thing in the sack in Audition. Divine 
inspiration, straight outta left field and smack- 
dab in the middle of an otherwise monstrously 
overrated film by one of today’s most mon- 
strously overrated filmmakers. Now bring on the 
hate mail. 


3. Marty steps in a bear trap in Rituals. See 

Number Four and substitute the late great Peter 
Carter for Del Toro. 

2. The bouncing ball in The Changeling. Sim- 
plicity itself; an object that shouldn’t be there. But 
there It is. Heart-stopping. 


C. The finger in the french fries in The Hitch- 
er. One of the most obvious, tacky gags in film 
history nonetheless packs a serious wallop. 
Director Robert Harmon channels classic Hitch- 
cock here, misdirecting our expectations: 'the 
sequence takes place during what seems like a 
lull, with no build up whatsoever. Then it kicks 
you square in the nuts. Just like life. 


1 . THAT MOMENT in Exorcist III. Yeah, you 
know the one: the long shot in the hospital hall- 
way. If fear is arousal, horror is an orgasm. Any- 
one got a cigarette? 

Now, unless you wanna see what’s writhing 
around in that sack in the comer, get the hell out 
of my basement. % 
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e are the creations of humanity 
itself, physical projections of 
mankind’s collective uncon- 
We exist became man 
exists: we are, in truth, his dark side given 
flesh. ” 


In issue #111 of The Defenders, Satan and 
his devilish brethren dropped what can only 
be called a helliire-bomb on Marvel’s super- 
hero universe. This marked the concluding 
chapter in a storyline known as the Demon 
Drama, a twenty-issue arc years ahead of its 
time in tenns of progressive big-picture sto- 
rylines examining metaphysical horror in 
capes-and-tights comics. 

With one deft word balloon, containing the 
above quote, writer Jean-Marc (J.M.) 
DcMattcis rctconned (employed retroactive 
continuity for) the entire nature of Hell in the 
Marvel universe. Startlingly, the year in 
question was 1982 - “retcon” was years 
away from being defined, let alone accepted 
as a de rigueur comic book storytelling 
engine. At the time, DcMattcis was a relative 
newcomer to the industry. His first story. 
“The Lady Killer Craves Blood.” was pub- 
lished in House of Mystery' #252 in spring of 
1980, despite his having sold it to the com- 
pany in 1977. 

Under DeMatteis’ inspired redefinition. 
Marvel’s various incarnations of Satan - 
there were approximately a dozen operating 
at the lime, the most commonly deployed 
being Satannish, Dormammu and Mephisto 
- were actually aspects of Satan himself, 
avatars operating unaware and independent- 
ly in their own domains. For Marvel, this 
represented a neat and tidy solution to a Hell 
that had grown too big for its britches during 
the ’70s horror comic explosion. This was 
what is today known as a continuity repair. 

Of even greater importance, DeMatteis 
also officially distinguished Marvel’s Satan 
from the one in the Christian Bible, explain- 
ing that Marvel’s character was so named 
because of the Bible, “it was from that story 
that 1 took my current name.” Satan explains 
to the aptly named Defenders member Hell- 



cat, “the better to be what 
man wants me to be. But I am 
not that Satan — if indeed such 
a being does exist.” 

If indeed! Here was an 
unprecedented acknowledge- 
ment of one specific reli- 
gion’s idea of evil that 
allowed readers of every reli- 
gion to enjoy their comic 
books without bias or 
alienation. Neither does 
DcMattcis/Marvel espouse 
the Bible - everything is 
presented conditionally. 

Particularly as manifest- 
ed over The Defenders'' 

Demon Drama story arc, 
this continuity repair 
allowed for a pure, almost 
platonic definition of evil to 
operate, while simultaneously embracing 
numerous inherent contradictions. Just a few 
of them included the aforementioned multi- 
ple Devil incarnations, the duality of good 
and evil (specifically the notion that they arc 
not so much negations of one another, but 
that they are intertwined, like light and shad- 
ow). and the idea that Satan could - gasp! - 
feel love. 

It's heady, high-concept stuff, particularly 
for a comic that, like all capes-and-tights 
books of that era, was targeted squarely at 
teens. 

In taking the reins of Marvel’s lloundering 
C-list comic The Defenders in late 1980, 
DeMatteis not only rescued the book from 
threatened cancellation but established it as 
one of the company’s most creative titles. 
Horror was his filter of choice, a unique 
decision for that time and one that paid off. 
The Demon Drama was practically a kitchen 
sink of Marvel horror, featuring guest 
appearances from almost every horror char- 
acter in Marvel’s .stable, including Son of 
Satan, Ghost Rider and Man-Thing. It was 
also notable for DcMattcis’ creation of the 
fascinating character known as Gargoyle, 
possibly the first senior citizen superhero 


To ffte Devil a daughter... and a beating! (The 
Defenders /fill) 


(whose origin is strikingly similar to 
that of Todd McFarlane’s ’90s creation 
Spawn). 

The bad news for fans of intelligent horror 
in comic books is that DeMatteis’ run on The 
Defenders, which ended at issue #125, is not 
likely to be anthologized anytime soon. The 
good news is that most of these issues can be 
purchased dirt cheap on eBay. Even better: 
despite the fact that Demon Drama was a 
multi-issue storyline, DeMatteis spreads it 
across a number of done-in-one stories; it’s 
easy enough to fill in the blanks if you hap- 
pen to be missing an issue here and there, 
and plenty of thought-provoking character 
drama is to be had throughout. 

Highlights include “Hell on Earth” (issue 
#100), in which Satan tricks The Defenders 
into breaking their solemn word in order to 
defeat him; “The Haunting of Christians- 
boro” (issue #103), in which the Gargoyle’s 
tragic past is both revealed and exorcized; 
and “Yesterday Never Dies” (issue #104). in 
which a lifelong grudge against the Defend- 
er named Devil-Slayer leads to the irre- 
versible death of an innocent. Bonus: two of 
the finest covers Michael Golden ever drew 
- The Defenders #94 and #96. Talk about the 
Devil you know... ^ 
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! REVIEWS BY GARY BUTlCs! | 

i ERIC GRANT AM) MARK MOTES I 
L • 


The title of Alex Robinson's affectionately 
scathing deconstruction of dungeons, drag- 
ons and desperate at/zj/Mescent denial is Alex 
Robinson's Lower Regions - and not simply 
just Lower Regions (think about it). Best part 
about ARLR: you don’t need to be a D&D fan 
to enjoy this dungeon-dark fantasy about a 
warrior maiden and her axe and. briefly, her 
assistant. Sure, the title’s an intentional ioke, 
and the art’s intentionally cartoony, but 
Robinson's masterful manipulation of per- 
spective and proportion makes for action 
that’s both absorbing and surprising. Clearly, 
the guy respects his subject matter the way 
Spinal Tap loves heavy metal. In fact, when 
these 50 pages aren’t hemorrhaging ogre gore 
(and the red stuff of a dozen other 
netherworldly things), 
they’re hemorrhaging 
love, brothers and sisters 
- love. GB 

Written and drawn by 
Kaiu Kibulshl. acclaimed 
editor of Image’s award- 
wmning Flight series. The 
Slonekeeper marks the 
debut of his two-book 
Amulet series. As with 
Flight. Amulet taps the 
most basic fantasies and fears of the nine- 
year-old id: creepy new houses, magical 



iJay by bay Armageddon 

DAY BY DAY 
f ARMAGEDDON 


“Day by Day Armageddon is a 
dramatic spin on the zombie 
story. It has depth, a heart, and 
compelling characters.” 

—Jonathan Maberry, 
author of Ghost Road Blues 

AVAILA^ at reRMUTEQ PRESS COM, 

i • J.L. BOURNE' 

1 ■ 

AMAZON COM, BN COM, MOST ONLINE BOOK 
STORES, OR ASK YOUR LOCAL BOOKSELLER 

ISBN: 0978970772 

http://www.permutedpress.com 


inheritances, mechanical wonders, bad- 
dies in the basement, a quest to save a 
parent and... tentacles. Lots and lots of 
tentacles. Even humanoids fight with 
snaking tendrils of magic. Aware of his 
demographic (and its fascination with 
fllmmaker/manga legend Hayao 
Miyazaki), Kibuishi coats his creepy 
with a cuddly layer of cute but keeps 
readers of all ages invested with gor- 
geous colouring and an unsettling end- 
ing that questions who and what can be trust- 
ed. Next .step: hopefully, looking beyond the 
seafood menu for monster inspiration. We’ll 
be watching. MM 

The horror and super- : 

hero genres often treat 
mental illness with a ^ ^ 

sense of fascinated 
revulsion - as the count- -• a 

less heirs of Nonnan - - 
Bates and inmates of 
Arkham Asylum attest 
Issue #10 of Buff}' the 
Vampire Slaver, the 
result of the "Buffy is my Life” essay contest, 
flips this delusional maniac trope while 
simultaneously giving a nod to some gentler 
folk traditions. The contest saw Bufff' creator 
.loss Whedon select a winning fan to appear 
in this issue; he chose Robin Balzer, who in 
real life is losing her battle with schizophre- 
nia, In an otherwise fluffy installment 
of the larger “Season Eight” story arc, 
Wltedon slips in a subtle Biiffi'-verse 
allegory for both Balzer and her dis- 
ability. She becomes the placid Robin, 
kindly “minder” of a dangerous 
dimensional rift. The stoic character’s 
calling gives her a different experi- 
ence of reality and time from the rest 
of us: it’s a vital job, but one that iso- 
lates her from the everyday world. 
The few pages that feature Robin 
transcend the contest’s fan cameo 
gimmick, reminding readers of the 
kind of multi-tiered namativc that can make a 
Buff\- story so satisfying. EG 


With Its mysterious arti- 
facts. spooky estates and 
Boschian dream sequences, 
this fir.st arc in the ongoing 
Fall of Cthullni series ini- 
tially seems like a conven- 
tional, if genuinely creepy, 
outing in Lovccraft’s sinis- 
ter C’thulhu mythos. As a 
young man searches for the 
meaning of his uncle’s pub- 
lic suicide, he’s drawn into a set of bizarre 
and deadly events in a small college town. 
With this simple premise, writer Michael 
Alan Nelson puts the pieces in place to tell 
a much more complex talc of a cold war 
between the Great Old Ones and the Elder 
Gods - a conflict that is about to tunt very 
hot. and that will unfold in future arcs of 
what may prove to be an intriguing ongoing 
series. EG 

The Marvel Zombies vs Army of Darkness 

miniseries made me believe in ridiculous 
crossovers. The first issue of Freddy vs 
Jason Vi’ Ash has restored my cynicism, 
unfortunately. The 
stoi 7 starts off with 
promise, as it’s set 
five years after the 
events of the Freddy 
vs Jason movie, and 
fans love that kind 
of attention to detail. 

Also good is the 
emotional grist for 
motivating .lason: a 
quest to fmd/use the 
Necronomicon to 
purge his past and 
give him a “normal” 
childhood. But predictability rears its ugly 
head as early as the recap-heavy opener. 
Following this with a dozen-page, cliche 
■’kill the movie’s only survivors” sequence 
and then having Freddy and Ash pretty 
much phone in their appearances? Nope, 
this slasher does not make the cut. GB 
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"'KRR awaro-h-inninc; 


Read excerpts and author interviews at www.dorchesterpub.com! 

Get FREE BOOKS when you join a book club! Call 1 -800-481-91 91 or visit our website for details. 
Leisure Books is a division of Dorchester Publishing 


Terrifying, sexy, 
dangerous and deadly. 
The new face of fear is 
hunting for you... 


The first and only 
collaboration from three of 
the most shocking, disturbing 
and popular writers in the 
contemporary horror genre. 


Leisure Books: Your House of Horror 


From 2-time 
Bram Stoker 
A WARD-WiNNING 
Horror Virtuoso 
Brian Keene 

"The enormity of 
Keene's imagination] 
is both rare and 
wonderful."' 
-Publishers Weekly I 


Mim 




“A VJRTUOSOW'RITER 

Tu, '' MA.STER OF 


dark 

DOUOW 


Horror's Most Valuable 
Anthology 


Strange things 
are happening 
I in LeHorn's 
I hlollow. Women 
I are disappearing 
overnight, 
mysterious fires 
are seen in the 
woods, and eerie 
piping music 
is heard. And 
somehow, the 
ancient god Pan has 
been summoned 
back to earth... and 
he's hungry. 



r 



Rememberin'^ Rossi • Hammer’s History • vampiric viewpoints 




A violent professional: 
The films of 
Luciano nossi 
Kicr-La Janissc 
FAB Press 

Many books have been written on Italian 
horror and exploitation and its various sub- 
genres. including massive tomes on the 
work of directors Mario Bava. Lucio Fulci 
and Dario Argento. but few profiles have 
been penned about Italian actors, let alone 
an entire book dedicated to one who never 
had much more than a few minutes of 
screen time in any given film. 

Luciano Rossi, who passed away in 2005. 
should be familiar to Italian cinephiles. 
having appeared in some 70 films spanning 
a broad spectrum of subgenres, mainly 
spaghetti westerns, gialli, crime films 
known as poliziesco and Naz.isploitation. 
Rossi was a character actor, specializing in 
sleazy villains who meet brutal ends in 
such films as Death Walks a! Midnight, 
Death Smiles at Murder and Violent Protec- 
tion. 

Kicr-La .lanisse, whose impeccable cre- 
dentials include organizing Vancouver's 
now-defunct Cinemuerte film festival and a 
stint programming for the renowned Alamo 
Draft House, describes her book as “a com- 
pendium of Rossi’s many film roles,” each 


rated for screen time and ‘'how cute he is.” 
She includes as detailed a biography as is 
likely pos.sible, as well as informed and 
often brutally honest reviews of every film 
in which he has a confirmed appearance. 

Janisse's prose is concise, and her affec- 
tion for Rossi and his work apparent on 
every page, but this book serves as more 
than just a lovelorn tribute to Rossi’s films: 
it also chronologically documents the 
changing fortunes and trends of the Italian 
exploitation industry, making it a worthy 
addition to the canon of published informa- 
tion on this subject. 

Lavishly illustrated with poster art, lobby 
cards, promotional photos and screen cap- 
tures. A Violent Professional is a must-have 
for fans of Italian cinema, and since it’s the 
third entiy in FAB Press' budget-priced 
Cinema Classics Collection, it won’t even 
break the bank! 

The Gore-met 

The Hammer story: 

The Authorised History 
of Hammer films 
Marcus Hearn and Alan Barnes 

Titan 

The lush, blood-and-clcavagc-drcnchcd 
gothic epics created by Britain’s Hammer 
Films bold a special place in the hearts of 
horror fans who grew up in the pre-home- 


video days of the 1970s. For a generation 
of budding shock junkies too young to 
check out the R-rated offerings of Romero, 
Cronenberg and Craven at the local theatre 
and too desensitized to violence to take 
much pleasure or fear - from the classic 
Universal monsters or 1950s Red Scare 
exploitation flicks. Hammer’s movies 
filled a bloody hole in their viewing lives. 

During the studio's heyday in the 1960s, 
Hammer revitalized a moribund British 
film industry while greatly expanding its 
range of artistic expression - especially 
where gore and T&A were concerned. Not 
bad for a studio that started out as a distri- 
bution house and production company for 
“quota quickies” (films produced to satisfy 
government regulations on British content 
in cinemas). 

Marcus Ilcam and Alan Barnes chart the 
rise and fall of the company in this revised 
and updated edition of their definitive 
Hammer biography. The authors introduce 
their study with a detailed summary of the 
studio’s transformation from minor player 
in the 1930s to their breakthrough success 
with the sci-fi/hon'or classic The Qiiater- 
inass Xperiment in 1955. then lead readers 
through the glory years by focusing on the 
individual films in Hammer's substantial 
catalogue. There are also plenty of engag- 
ing mini-essays on the studio’s major play- 
ers. including director Terence Fisher, who 
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Lawrence French, ed. 

Gauntlet Press 

if, like me, you were nursed on 
Roger Gorman's adaptations of 
Poe’s classic tales, then Gauntlet’s first volume of 
Richard Matheson’s Poe scripts is a must-have, as 
it provides essential insight into the making of both 
The Fall of the House of Usher and The Pit and ffte 
Pendulum-aW bookended by comments from Gor- 
man and Joe Dante. To the editor: Please do a sim- 
ilar series on Gharles Beaumont {Masque of the 
Red Death) next! 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


D.L. Snell and Travis Adkins, eds. 

Permuted Press 

The fourteen short stories and one 
novella that comprise The Undead 
Vol. 2 serve to revisit, re-imagine 
and reinvent die zombie pantheon, expanding the 
viral vernacular of flesh-eaten fiction with equal 
doses of horror, humour, desolation and reverie. 
Reality TV, the military, the office, your family - no 
one is safe from die carnivorous clutches of these 
skinwaikers. With the release of this collection, the 
zombie universe just got bigger. 

Trevor Tuminski 


Ryan Heshka 

Simply Read Books 
What a thrilling way for young 
(and old) monster kids to learn 
the alphabet! Reminiscent of Halloweens of yester- 
year and classic horror, Ryan Heshka’s pulpy illus- 
trations are a visual treat. Uncanny ghouls and 
unlucky black cats do the dance macabre for each 
letter: “D is for Devil's Night,” “E is for ectoplasm." 
All in all, “F” is for fiendishly fun! 

Gary Pullin 


Tom Kennedy 

BookSurge 

The brutal murder of an eccentric 
billionaire attracts the attention of 
a detective, a psychic and a 
reporter, who jointly uncover a 
supernatural motive behind die 
slaying. As the body count climbs, their Investiga- 
tion unearths a religious conspiracy involving an 
ancient demon of unfathomable power. A strong 
first outing from Kennedy, who could easily 
become a horror writer to be reckoned with. 

Last Chance Lance 







defined the Hammer style with his vivid re- 
imaginings of the Dractila and Franken- 
stein franchises, screenwriter and director 
Jimmy Sangstcr. and Peter Cushing and 
Christopher Lee, the two actors who gave 
the often lurid cinematic proceedings a 
touch of class. The authors even chronicle 
Hammer's decline, which saw producers 
throwing their money behind increasingly 
exploitative movies, and the studio's disso- 
lution in all but name in the early 1980s. 

Rich in detail, analysis and bchind-thc- 
scenes trivia. The Hammer Story also con- 
tains hundreds of beautifully reproduced 
classic and rare movie stills and posters, 
interviews with a full roster of Hammer 
notables and even an eloquent intro by 
Christopher Lee. making it the definitive 
Hammer reference for horror fans- - not just 
those who snuck downstairs at midnight to 
watch Cushing and Lee duke it out one 
more time in glorious technicolour. 

Janies Grainger 

vampires in xheir 
own words 
Michelle Belanger, ed. 

Llewellyn 

This extraordinary book is the latest 
offering from vampire activist Michelle 
Belanger (author of The Psychic Fampire 
Codex) and consists of a series of essays 
written mostly by “real” vampires. Howev- 
er, the fact that few of them agree on what 
a vampire is, and range in their interests 
from serious blood-quaffers to New Age 


energy movers, to the folk with a Jones for 
black velvet and secret societies, is the first 
clue that this "vampire community" is 
amorphous at best, more of a catch-all for 
those who like cachet but wouldn’t know a 
coherent theodicy if it bit them on the neck. 

Neither of the two genuinely interesting 
essays in this book are written by self-iden- 
tified vampires. One. by two ceremonial 
magicians, is an unapologctic explanation 
of the rationale for the use of both blood 
and sex in ritual - a welcome change from 
the general po'si-Charmed hand-wringing 
that goes on about the subject in the wider 
occult community - and the other, by a 
graduate anthropologist, is a brief oveiwicw 
of humanity’s fascination with the religious 
significance of blood. 

Many of the vampire writers, conversely, 
undercut their appeals for acceptance with 
disturbing quasi-Nictzschcan rhetoric: they 
set up binaries between “the awakened” 
(themselves) and “mundancs” (us regular 
schmoes); they posit that adherence to eth- 
ical "feeding” guidelines "separates the 
gods from the monsters”; and they appro- 
priate the language used by genuinely mar- 
ginalized groups to underscore how special 
they are. 

The majority of the contributors seem 
torn between their need to identify with an 
ancient, powerful archetype and their des- 
peration to be accepted at all costs. Few of 
these essays demonstrate the kind of self- 
awareness needed for productive occult 
practice, but when many of them openly 
admit coming to vampirism through role- 
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playing games, you have to wonder how serious they arc about the 
whole business in the first place. This book is certainly an enlight- 
ening piece on the vampire community, but the light it throws on 
most of these writers should, by rights, leave them scorched and 
smoking gently in a comer. 

.lu.stinc Warwick 

f rankenstein’s Bride 
Hilary Bailey 

Sourcebooks 

Desire and obsession stalk the pages of Hilary Bailey’s speculative 
sequel to Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein much like the eight-foot-tall 
misshapen stranger lurking outside Victor Frankenstein’s London 
lodgings. In Frankenstein's Bride, however, it is not Victor’s quest 
for knowledge that proves his undoing but his passion for a beauti- 
ful girl named Maria dementi, who harbours a mysterious and ter- 
rible secret. Along with narrator 
.lonathan Goodall. a wealthy young 
Londoner. Victor begins the work of 
trying to restore the mute Maria’s 
voice - but both Goodall and 
Frankenstein are swiftly drawn into a 
dramatic world of greed, lust and 
murder. 

Hilary Bailey’s prose captures the 
elegance of Shelley’s nairation per- 
fectly without seeming contrived or 
fussy. Maria’s inability to speak, 
however, creates a major plot hole: 
although much is made of her mute- 
ness early in the book, she also 
makes her living as a singer, which 
seems strange, if not physiologically 
(and logically) impossible. It’s a small irritation like the fact that 
Bailey inexplicably gives Victor a second wife with the same name 
as his first in an otherwise reasonably plotted, if slow-paced, 
novel. 

The real nagging question here is what this piece might add to an 
already crammed library of material inspired by Mary Shelley’s clas- 
sic gothic talc. The decision to write a novel that reworks a staple of 
the honor canon is inevitably going to lead to comparisons with the 
original, in which the new version invariably comes up short. Bai- 
ley’s grasp of the significance of Shelley’s novel is made explicit in 
a thoughtful and insightful introduction to Frankenstein’s Bride, but 
her own work neither challenges nor speaks to its contemporary 
audience in the same way 1818’s Frankenstein did, Furlhennore. it 
fails to address the deep-seated, unconscious fears of the society into 
which it is being launched. 

While Bailey’s book is suitably atmospheric, it’s missing that 
chilling sense of fascination and disgust that characterize Franken- 
stein. As such, it’s an interesting curiosity, but one that will never 
achieve the classic status of that which it emulates. 

Justine Warwick 




John nies at the end 
David Wong 
Permuted Press 


Originally ah online serial posted in installments from 2001 to 
2005, John Dies at the End chronicles the supernatural exploits 
of college dropout-cumramateur paranormal Investigator David 
Wong (the author, presumably casting himself in exaggerated 
Hunter S. Thompson tashion) in the context of an interview/ con- 
ducted by a journalist from a fluffy, 
lifestyle magazine. David recounte 
ail the gory details of this other 
world he an'd .his .gregarious friend 
John discovered In an abandoned 
shopping rhdll. Believing ,it's a ppr- 
tal'td.Hell -,or“$hit Narnia” as . 

John christens it David explains ' 

how^ttidy , stopped the latest, 

aerpo/iic anernpt'to Infiltrate our , ^ * 

;dihiensjon, \and,, along with a • 

mind-afterihg' kreet- drug.called. ^ 

iSby Sdute,- are adleiy: response 

ble for savini^' the .Earth from a . 

bombardment. ’Of spebtacular 

■beasts 'from the' nethers! • ; 

Hilariously (^hical, if:at times a bitjiiv.enile, John Dies at the 
End i§ a consistently funny read in'the spirit of Kevin Smith 
movies with a* dash of ' Ghostbii$ters and . The Monster Squad 
dirow/n iri and updated for the twentysomething set. The chem- 
isfry Woiig'crbkes- hetweenithe. immerisely entertaining main 
characters is one pf^tfre book's primary. strengthSj It serves to 
make the sillier ‘episodes .ofthfe story tnore tpierdble and the 
excessive length bf the work impst'likely a side effect of its orig- 
inal serialised iilcafnation) bearable, even after thb mairi narra- 
tive delves into the t^rdiculous./David and John’s brand of oddbai! 
logic,, biting . pne-lif/ers ..and classic comedy duo allure is 
absbiijtely magnebe within. the context of a secret life-threaten-. 
ing holy war.',; / ; ■ ■ : . , ■' ■ ' , ■ 

. This, isn’t tp' ^ that, the book', isn’t scary. The imaginative 
monsters apdidemoriS are a wicked' ectoplasmic foil for the two 
smarrn'y.srnarlasses.-.But'did at| of.this actually happen or are. 
'they sirnply trying to' survive, the clutches- of the surrounding 
suburban btandscape? They'll never tell, 'and it may just be the 
biggest demon haunting them both. 

Trevor Tuminski 



Preorder your copy today at anotherbookstore.com 
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s this issue illustrates quite clearly, zombies have 
experienced something of a genre feeding frenzy of 
-fclate, pretty much devouring their competition and any 
monster - classic or otherwise - that threatened to 
invade their territory. But Don D’Auria, executive edi- 
tor at Leisure Books, believes their days at the top of the horror food 
chain could be numbered, as a different breed of ravenous beast takes 
■ a run at our soft, pliant flesh. 

“I think It’s time the werewolf had a rebirth,” states D'Auria, who has 
been a fan of lycanthropes since seeing The Wolfman and The Werewolf 
•on TV as a kid. “He’s kept a low profile for too long now, surrendering the 
spotlight to vampires and, most recently, zombies. ... There hasn’t been 
a real werewolf boom since the early ’80s with books like The Howling 
and The Wolfen, and movies like An American Werewolf in London. Look- 
ing around, I think you can see the first signs of the werewolf’s return to 
the public consciousness. He's been popping up here and" there, but fans 
are ready for more.” 

Recent films such as Cursed, Underworld: Evolution, Skinwalkers and 
Blood and Chocolate, which all feature the iconic predators, and the 
announcement of The Wolfman remake, seem to back up D’Auria’s 
assessment. 

In order to satiate this growing demand, Leisure is releasing a trio of 
■ werewolf books: Ray Carton’s Ravenous, J.F Gonzalez’s Shapeshlfteranii 
a reissue of Thomas Tessier’s 1979 novel The Nightwalker. 

“The great thing aboutjfiese three novels is that they are so different, 
yet they are still werewolf novels in the classic sense,” says D’Auria. “In 
Thomas Tessier’s The Nightwalker, you see and feel everything from the 
werewolf^ point of view, and you experience everything with him as he 
gradually begins to understand what he’s becoming. Ray Garton rein- 
.. vents the werewolf mythology in Ravenous, much as he did with vam- 


pires in Live Girls. ... And J.F. Gonzalez gives us a sympathetic werewolf 
in Shapeshifter. These three books are all very modern interpretations of 
the werewolf.” 

D’Auria feels that now might be the perfect time for a shape-shifter 
comebac and that their popularity could grow to rival that of the undead. 
The werewolf and the werewolf myth, after all, are as deeply imbedded 
in our culture, as they are in horror history. 

“I think everyone can identify with werewolves to a degree,” D’Auria 
muses about the creature’s ongoing appeal. “Everyone has a darker side 
to their personality that they feel they have to keep in check. Everyone 
has felt out of control at times, felt urges they don’t want to give into. For 
the werewolf, those urges are just magnified and made extreme. At the 
same time, on another level, people envy the werewolf. They envy his 
animal strength, his complete surrender to his instincts.” 

Rue Morgue tests D’Auria’s assertion with reviews of Leisure’s current 
and upcoming werewolf releases. 


Ravenous 

Ray Garton 

(available April 1) 


Ray Garton’s Ravenous may do for were- 
wolves what Brian Keene’s The Rising did for 
zombies. It’s violently fun, violently gory and 
violently... violent - get the picture? 

The town of Big Rock, California has a big, 
hairy problem: werewolves. Only the town’s 
sheriff doesn’t quite believe it, even as the 
evidence mounts in the form of a seemingly 
endless stream of rape victims and eviscer- 
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ated corpses. When professional werewolf hunter Daniel Fargo arrives in town and 
caps one of the beasts with a silver bullet - leaving behind a corpse in mid-transfor- 
mation - the lawman gets an inkling of how big the threat to Big Rock’s populace real- 
ly is. 

For Ravenous, Garton has cherry-picked certain elements of werewolf mythology, 
while tossing away others. Flis lycanthropes can be killed by silver, but he’s changed 
up the method of transmission; werewolfism is now a sexually transmitted disease. 
This means the creatures not only get hungry, they get seriously horny, which adds yet 
another dimension to the hunt (as well as the almost inevitable spread of the disease 
- after all, who’s not sleeping with who these days?) 

It’s a breakneck mash-up of claws, fur and bodily fluids guaranteed to satisfy those 
who like their horror fiction cruel and carnal. 


Stiapesliifter 

J.F Gonzalez 

(available January 2) 

Shapeshifter feels like a novel out of its time. Set 
over fifteen years ago, It concerns a greedy CEO, a cor- 
porate scandal, blackmail and an unwilling but desper- 
ate young hitman who also just happens to be a were- 
wolf. 

Life is going pretty well for Mark Wiseman, a night- 
shift worker at an insurance firm. He finally feels as if 
he has his lycanthropic curse under control (i.e. he 
doesn’t kill humans all that much anymore). But that 
changes the night the transformation comes on unex- 
pectedly and Bernard Roberts, the company’s embezzling CEO, catches sight of him in 
one of the security monitors. Next thing Mark knows, he’s being blackmailed by 
Roberts, who knows exactly what he is. Now he must kill the board members who 
want to approve the merger of the company or be framed for the murder of his par- 
ents years earlier. Trapped, Mark obeys Bernard until the guilt drives him to drink. Then 
he gets sloppy. Soon the authorities are closing in, as is Roberts, who vows to kill him 
for fucking up. It’s only a matter of who will find him first. 

Despite something of a slow start, when it kicks into gear, it’s a panicked - though 
not as gory as one would expect - race to the finish. One part horror novel, one part 
corporate thriller, Shapeshifter offers up white-collar execs that are even more ruth- 
less than lycanthropes. Go figure. 

TheNiylitwalker 

Thomas Tessier 

(available January 29) 

Thomas Tessier’s re-released 1979 novel might well be 
the weirdest werewolf story you’ve ever read but don’t let 
that dissuade you from venturing into the bleak and dreary 
world of Bobby Ives. Despite Stephen King’s cover blurb 
assertion that The Nightwalker is “fast-paced," by today’s 
standards it is slow and brooding. However, that doesn’t 
stop it from being a terse - it clocks in at just over 200 
pages - and highly literate study of one man’s realization 
that he’s a lycanthrope. 

More character study than classic chiller, we follow Ives exclusively as he attempts 
to unravel the strange things that are happening to him and around him. Did he real- 
ly push his girlfriend in front of that bus? And what’s with that hyper-real dream he 
keeps having of living and dying in Guadeloupe - a place he’s never even been? Is it 
a past life? Does it have something do with the weird physical symptoms he’s experi- 
encing? 

An exceptional work right up until its slightly anticlimactic climax and seriously 
abrupt ending that’s bound to frustrate more than a few readers (who’ll likely find 
themselves asking “That’s all?’’), this version of The Nightwalker comes complete with 
a new introduction from Jack Ketchum and a bonus novella titled The Dreams of Dr. 
Ladybank. Consider it a bonus to a very strange beast. % 




Edo Van Belkom 

; Tundra Books 

! Lycanthropes aren’t just clawing their way back 
! into adult horror fiction, they can be found stalking 
and howling in children’s books too - even some 
award-winning ones. Edo Van Belkom’s preteen 
werewolf series first gained 
j acclaim when the inaugural (2py 
[ book, Wolf Pack, snagged . ^ 

\ both the 2005 Aurora Award 
; and the 2006 Silver Birch . 

[ Award, which celebrates 

excellence in works written • 

j for fourth to sixth graders. 

I Its follow-up. Lone Wolf, 

was also nominated for the Aurora in 2006. 
Recently, a third installment in Van Belkom’s 
shape-shifting cycle hit bookstore shelves: Cry 
Wolf 

It focuses on a quartet of teenage lycanthropes 
; who must not only fit in to the community where 
they live, but also ensure that their secret remains 
i a secret, something that becomes increasingly dif- 
I ficult, especially when one of their own is poisoned 
by the school bully. Their attempt to find a cure is 
hampered by Maria Abruzzo, a nosy classmate 
who, while snooping around their yard, sees their 
wolfen transformation and now believes the pack 
may be responsible for her sister’s disappearance. 
And if that’s not bad enough, she Intends to out 
them to the community. 

Unlike many adult horror thrillers which often- 
times cast werewolves as monsters driven by 
base animal instinct and ravenous hunger. Cry 
Wolf uses the creatures to address the various 
social stresses faced by school-age children, 
including - but not limited to - bullying, peer pres- 
sure, self-esteem issues and personal responsibil- 
ity. That’s not to say that the werewolves don’t get 
wolfy, but in Van Belkom’s series they tend to be 
the hunted as frequently as the hunters (but not of 
humans). As such, Van Belkom can cast them as 
protagonists, using them to explore the nuances of 
pack (peer) politics. 

While obviously light on gore and violence, 
there’s plenty of suspense here. It’s wonderful to 
see kids’ issues broached in the trappings of a 
genre story, especially one structured to get 
grade-schoolers ttiinking and talking. All in all. Cry 
Wolf is a great stepping stone for monster kids 
who aren’t quite old enough to partake in the mon- 
ster bloodshed. 

Monica S. Kuebler 
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s I travel by bus toward the city of Nis Cela Kula (pronounced “Chela Koola”) monument, 
(pronounced “Nish”), in southern Ser- a.k.a. The Skull Tower. Tnis gnsiy destination Is 
bia, I recall the Western fravel myth of the most visited tourist attraction in the city, a 


going East recounted in Bram Stoker’s 
legendary 1897 novel Dracula. In the first para- 
graph of the book we find protagonist Jonathan 
Marker recounting his coach journey to Castle 
Dracula: “The impression I had was that we were 
leaving the West and entering the East; the most 
Western of bridges over the Danube, which is 
here of noble width and depth, took us among 
the traditions of Turkish rule.” While Marker was 
describing the Hungarian landscape in his jour- 
nals, his description of the impact of Turkish rule 
in the Balkans is still very tangible in this part of 
Serbia. 


macabre monument marking Serbian resistance 
to Turkish rule. 

Cela Kula sits in a rather undistinguished part of 
town with expansive green areas turned yellow by 
the extreme summer heat. A small sign points the 
way to the ticket and souvenir shop. The man 
working there is a history student named Milan; 
he is also my guide. 

As we walk over to what is a relatively small 
and unassuming structure, I observe that it’s 
topped by a hexagon-shaped design with round 
stained-glass windows recalling the typical East- 
ern Orthodox churches of the region. But this 


Nis is an ancient place, a crossroads between structure is much, much different from Orthodox 
Asia Minor and Europe, a city that was consid- churches. For one thing, smiling skulls stare down 
ered a commercial gateway between the East at you from the decor on the exterior. We walk into 
and West. Contemporary Nis, however, is not very the chapel and circle around what is basically a 
impressive; it feels a tittle drab, with an air of mound of dried earth and stone - rising about 
grim abandonment and decline. This is primarily twelve feet high - with skulls embedded in it. I 
because the industry created there under social- ask Milan if the tourists who come here think the 
ism has been decimated by economic sanctions, skulls are too macabre. He responds, “Western- 
the 1 999 NATO bombing and radical downsizing, ers, yes, but not Serbian tourists. For them, this is 
Walking around the city, I notice traces of Turk- a very important place.” 
ish rule everywhere, such as the old Turkish According to Milan, most foreigners who visit 
fortress with its elegant Turkish bath (now a the site know nothing about Serbian history. He 
restaurant) from the 1 5th century and the explains that many of Serbia’s national heroes are 


Mosque of Bali Beg from the 16th century. After 
leaving the fortress, I take an east- 
bound bus to the infamous 


men and women who resisted the Turks. The most 
famous Serbian rebel is Karadjordje (or Black 
George), who was the leader of the first of two 
Serbian uprisings against the Turks in 1804 and 
whose statue towers over Belgrade’s 
Republic Square. 

In 1809, during the First Upris- 
ing, in Cegar Hill near Nis, Ser- 
bian insurrectionists were 
overpowered and out- 
numbered by Turkish 
forces. Instead of sur- 


renoenng to me iutks, seroian uenerai Stevan 
Sindelic famously blew himself up by igniting a 
gunpowder store. It is estimated that 3000 Serbs 
died in this incident and at least double the num- 
ber of Turk soldiers. Turkish commander Pasha 
Hurshid was so infuriated by this act of rebellion 
that he sent soldiers to hack the heads off the 
Serbian corpses, which were skinned and then 
mounted in rows on a specially built twelve-foot- 
high tower. Originally, 952 skulls were mounted, 
with the head of Sindilic at the top of the heap. 

The Turks created this monument on the road to 
Constantinople to show other Serb insurrection- 
ists what happens when the Ottoman empire is 
opposed. But instead, this monument became a 
marker of Serb courage in the face of imperial 
invaders. The tower stood in open air up until the 
liberation of Nis in 1 878. By this time, many of the 
skulls had been removed by relatives of the 
rebels, stolen by souvenir hunters and/or simply 
damaged by the weather. In 1 893, the chapel was 
erected around the tower and the place became 
an important site for national remembrance. 

While only 58 skulls remain today, there are 
descriptions of the tower from the 1 9th century 
that tell us more about it. In 1833, French poet 
Alphonse de Lamartine wrote, “The skulls, 
bleached by the sun and rain.. .completely cov- 
ered the victory monument. Some of the skulls 
still had hair on them which fluttered In the wind.” 

You will not find skulls with bits of hair fluttering 
in the wind at Cela Kula. But you will find skulls 
that were punctured by bullets and cut open by 
swords. While diminished in scope over the years, 
the site remains a shocking reminder of the price 
many Serbs paid for liberation. Sindilic’s skull has 
been removed from the tower and placed in a 
glass case, but the remaining skulls still embed- 
ded there give off an air of stoic menace. 

In Dracula, the Count identifies himself as part 
of this lineage that fought the Turks. In the journal 















Macabre Monument The skulls of Serbian men and women - shot and slashed by sword - stand as symbols of 
national courage at Cela Kula, and (left) Serbian General Stevan Sindelic’s skull, removed from die top of the tower. 
Opposite: The chapel erected around the memorial. 


of Marker, the book describes the following: 
‘“When was redeemed that great shame of my 
nation, the shame of Cassova, when the flags of 
the Wallach and the Magyar went down beneatti 
the Crescent: who was it but one of my own race 
who as Voivode crossed the Danube and beat the 
Turk on his own ground! This was a Dracula 
indeed!’” 

Milan explains that the event the fictional Count 
is referring to is the now mythologized battle at 
Kosovo {not too far south of Nis), when Serbs 
were first defeated by the Ottoman Empire in 
1389. Dracula is claiming that since this defeat, 
members of his family have fought tiie Turks on 
the other side of the Danube, where the 
Ottomans ruled. Cela Kula represente the long- 
standing bloody stiuggle that was so central to 
Dracula’s persona. 

If Count Dracula’s family lineage of resistance 
to Turkish rule is something to go by, though, the 
area east of the Danube, the “land of phantoms” 
as it is described in F.W. Murnau’s Nosferatu 
(1 922), continues to be haunted by the ghosts of 
Serbian insurrectionists and rebels whose skulls 
are featured at Cela Kula. The memorial is not 
only impressive because of the very palpable 


check about the very real terror of subjugation 
under imperial rule. 

The chapel is open every day from 9 a.m. to 8 
p.m. (November 1 to March 31) and 7:30 a.m.- 
7:30 p.m. (April 1 to October 31). Cost: 70 Dinars 
(about $1.25 USD). A guide is availabie to explain 
the history. 
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Starring Vicente Paira, Emma Cohen 

and Eusebio Ponceia 

Directed by Eloy de la Iglesia 

Written by Eloy de la Iglesia and Antonio Fos 

Blue Underground 


As many a gore film have taught us, there are 
few people problems that can’t be solved at the 
end of a butcher’s blade. In Cannibal Man - one of 
two new cannibal-themed 
Spanish reissues from Blue 
j* ^ 4 '^ ■ Underground - Marcos 

/MjH ■ (Vicente Parra) works In a 

■# .1 slaughterhouse and lives in a 
^ ramshackle house in the 
shadows of a luxury high- 
development. He’s hope- 
lessly in love with Paula 
(Emma Cohen), but his lowly 
social status and lack of 
ambition is an obstacle. While on a date, the couple 
gets into a heated argument with a taxi driver that 
ends when Marcos inadvertently kills him. Paula 
threatens to go to the police; out of fear Marcos 
strangles her and hides her body in his spare bed- 
room. 

Wracked by guilt, he confesses his crimes to his 
brother, who implores him to turn himself in. Mar- 
cos bashes his head in with a wrench and lays him 
next to Paula. His brother’s fiancee comes looking 
for her missing lover and is quickly added to the 
macabre clutter. When air freshener will no longer 
mask the pervasive stench of death, Marcos con- 
cocts a novel method to dispose of the ever-mount- 
ing pile of corpses (remember, the guy works in an 
abattoir!). Meanwhile, a lonely young man (Eusebio 
Ponceia), who hopes to be “better friends” with 
Marcos, watches from his apartment balcony. 

Cannibal Man is a downbeat and sublime portrait 
of a reluctant serial killer trapped in an absurd and 
increasingly desperate cycle of violence. Director 
Eloy de la Iglesia uses Marcos’ murderous cam- 
paign as a platform for commentary on the stratifi- 
cation of Spanish society and the isolation of 
homosexuals within it - all underscored by a streak 
of grim humour. Despite the gruesome opening 
footage of cattle being prepared for butchery and 


(^nibals 


some choice killings, Cannibal Man serves as a 
character study rather than a gorefest. 

The disc is a straight reissue of the Anchor Bay 
disc originally released in 2000, it features an unre- 
markable English-language anamorphic transfer 
and the US theatrical frailer as the lone extra. 


claimed a “great white goddess.” In the ensuing 
uproar, Taylor escapes into the jungle. 

Ten years later he mounts a rescue expedition 
with his wealthy benefactors and a gaggle of 
fashionistas. The party soon find the cannibal tribe 
and Taylor’s now nubile and nearly naked daugh- 
ter (Sabrina Siani, who Franco describes as “a 
stupid girl with a nice popol”), but are promptly 
massacred, leaving Taylor to fight the son of the 
tribe’s chief in hand-to-hand combat. 

Although this is one of Franco’s most coherent 
and conventional films, it’s still terrible. He shot it 
in a spacious palm forest in the south of Spain, 
with swarthy, sneaker-wearing Eastern Europeans 
- who speak English at strategic plot points - 
subbing for a real Indio tribe. 

* Oliver gamely runs around with 

‘ ' ^ unconvincingly tucked 

into his armpit or stuck behind 
his back, and the gore is repet- 
^ &■ itive, consisting mostly of jittery 

footage of cannibals in hilarious 
face paint gnawing butcher 
scraps in slow motion (though 
there is one brief segment with a 
gnarly empty body cavity). 

^ Although the anamorphic trans- 
fer is solid, the score features a recurring tribal 
disco theme and cues imitative of similar Italian 
film music, and the English dubbing is awful. In 
other words, Cannibals is a prime example of the 
oddly compelling crap that has made Franco a 
revered cult figure. 


Starring Al Oliver, Sabrina Siani 
and Jerome Foulon 
Written and directed by Jess Franco 
Blue Underground 


Jess Franco remains an endlessly fascinating 
study in cinematic dichotomies. In the twenty- 
minute interview included with this 
release of his first foray into the cannibal 
genre popularized by Ruggero Deodato || 
and Umberto Lenzi, the half-dead direc- 
tor contends, without a hint of irony, that 
their films are “rather disgusting” and 
“completely unreal, false and cheap” - 
an apt description of his own film! 

Cannibals and Franco’s Devil Hunter . / 
(1980) were intended as star vehicles . ^ 
for perpetual second banana Al Oliver „ 3 t n .' 
(Zombie). He stars as Jeremy Taylor, “a 
specialist In tropical diseases” who brings his wife 
and daughter along on a jungle expedition. Their 
boat is attacked by cannibals, who gut Taylor’s wife 
and drag him back to their village. They hack off an 
arm and eat it, but their feast is interrupted by the 
discovery of the teen girl, who is immediately pro- 
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The Invasion Continues 
Bonus Features Include: 

• Multiple Featurehes 

We've Been Snatched Before: Invasion in Media History 

The history of invasions, from terrorism to Avian Flu. 


^ekivasiomnovie.wameilvos.com wamervidBO.com 
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The Invasion. 

A CONTEMPORARY SCI-FI THRILLER. 


ON ^ JANUARY 29 
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1 . Lose Weight 


2. Feel Better About 
My Appearance 
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Studies show that 

Increased Heart Rate 
from being scared out 
of your mind will help 
boost your 
metabolism. 
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Looking to improve 
your self-image? Not 
to fear, by watching 
this cult classic and 
seeing this horrifically 
legendary creature, 
you will be a stronger 
and more confident 
you. 


3. Help Others 


4. Get Organized 


5. Learn Something New 


fCHISKIlllR 


You can help the 
world by giving blood; 
however, il doesn't 
necessarily have to he 
yours. 



EUlLJLIEnS 


Master illusionist, 
Criss Angel will tel! 
you that everything 
is a matter of 
perspective. The next 
time you misplace 
your keys or wallet, 
don't deem yourself 
forgetful. Just think 
of it as a magic trick. 




Dive into the new year 
by picking up a new 
skill or hobby, like 
how to defend the 
world when a pack of 
evil aliens attack earth. 
In the long run, it’s 
probably far more 
useful than knitting. 


6. Pick Up a New 
Language 


7. Spend More Time 

with Family & Friends 


8. Take Time to 
Have Fun 



French is the language 
ot romance, but there 
is nothing scarier than 
Vincent Cassel on a 
quest for your eye 
balls. This award- 
winning French film 
will have you speaking 
in tongues in no time. 


i-| I /■ l\ I j David Lynch, director 
{j ’ 7*/ ■ ^ of Eraserhead, 
i- I /j |J I p ^ Mullholland Drive 

— J J . _ and more, is known 

for his thought- 
provoking cinema. 
Inland Empire is his 

;z.. latest critically 

acclaimed 

Laura Dern & Jeremy 

Irons, Inland Empire \n\\\ keep your family and 
friends discussing its meaning for hours. 


BlaEkRoaes 


It’s time to take a 
swim in lake You." 
There's no better 
way to enjoy yourself 
by turning up the 
volume and rocking 
out! Actually, there is 
a better way; to rock 
out with a heavy • 
metal band of 
demons! 


C paradox 


music • DVD • videogames 







GANNIBU FLESH RIOT! Soundirack 
Hoia Ghost 

Hola Pete Records 
Not to be confused with the cool 
companion compilation featuring 
Blitzkid, Ghoultown and the mighty 
Psychocharger, the Cannibal Flesh 
Riot! score is coast-to-coast Hola 
Ghost (a.k.a. ex-Mad Sin/Nekro- 
mantix guitarist Peter Sandorff). The 
score’s chief refrain features a lurk- 
ing bass line that mingles with sour 
synthesizers on “Condiment Blues,” 
while delicate cymbals breathe sin- 
ister air into spooky surf tunes such 
as “Graveyard Blues” and a creepy 
one-stringer fit for an undead gun- 
slinger (“The Drowning Radish"). 
Other highlights include “Corpse 
Rise” (the Goblin-inspired sound of a 
thousand dead souls pushing 
against fresh earth) and the ven- 
omous psychobilly sucker punch 
that Is the film’s anthemic theme 
song - the only traditional “song” on 
the album. Aside from a spattering 
of inane film dialogue, this sound- 
track feels randomly hacked togeth- 
er, with far too many short tracks 
that seem to stop before they start. 
Mind you, it does come with a Gris 
Grimly comic, which makes for a 
pretty square meal. Burp! TD 



RIVELAZIONI Dl UN soundtrack 

MANIACO SESSUALE 

AL CAPO DELIA SQUADRA MOBILE 

Giorgio Gaslini 

Fin de Siecle Media 

Prior to co-composing the orchestral 

jazz cues for Dario Argento’s Deep 


Red, Giorgio Gaslini had already 
scored a handful of glallo films, plus 
Argento’s Door Into Darkness, a 
four-part TV miniseries whose mod- 
ernistic jazz soundtrack bears 
strong similarities to Rivelazioni 
(a.k.a. Bad Girls and Confessions of 
a Sex Maniac). Based around a 
painfully tragic theme with wordless 
vocals by the ubiquitous Edda Del- 
I’Orso, Rivelazioniis a largely mono- 
thematic outing, in which Gaslini 
chose to alternate the plentiful 
theme restatements with some 
threadbare cuts such as "Colori.” 
These are flavoured with discrete, 
solo percussion and vocal passages 
by DeirOrso, as well as some lofty 
jazz and bass-heavy jazz-pop 
source cues. Replicating the eclectic 
cuts from the original LP, this crisply 
mastered CD also includes seven- 
teen alternates, and while often 
repetitive, it still succeeds in rescu- 
ing another Gaslini gem from obliv- 
ion. MRH 



THE ROOK ONS Punk 

Anti-Everything (Even ’Yer Mum) 

Independent 

Claiming to be fallen US soldiers 
reanimated by a defiant military sci- 
entist, The Rock 0ns - survivors of a 
series of biological warfare experi- 
ments - have been reprogrammed 
by the good doctor to rock you. The 
infection of their debut album sets in 
strong with the intoxicating, burning 
sensation of “Never” and “(I’m in 
Love with a) Punk Rock Lesbian,” a 
bratty valentine that allows “lyrical 
terrorist” A.K. Rock’s androgynous, 
Jello Biafra-meets- Johnny Rotten 
sneer to begin hjrning the screws 
slowly. And though they may per- 
form in full army-zombie regalia, 
these shamblers pick at more than 
just flesh; rigid religion, the crippled 
economy and the brainwashing 
power of television and advertising 


are all readied for the feast too. 
Musically, the band’s sound may still 
be developing into something defini- 
tive, but there’s no mistaking the 
ferocity of the message and the fun 
they’re having delivering it. Rock on 
indeed. TT ^^^1/2 



THEE SPEGTORS Rock/Punk 

Thee Spectors 

Sock Mummy Music 
With guitars dripping in echo, 
gauze-wrapped bass and a hint of 
Dead Kennedys in their stride, Thee 
Spectors - four sun-shirking dudes 
from California who have all adopt- 
ed the Spector surname - sing the 
praises of Jack the Ripper, strych- 
nine and evil chicks on their self- 
titled debut. Sticking to a fuzzy, 
hollow sound with a clean, surfy 
sheen, the band’s simple songs 


as their aforementioned, politically 
charged, elder statesmen but the 
bouncy beats of standout tracks 
“That’s the Bag I’m In" and “The 
Witch” have the potential to get the 
undead shuffling. But their sound is 
most interesting when they blow 
the cobwebs off an oratory organ 
on “Stormy.” Despite their dark 
image, however, they’re steeped 
more in boogie boards than the 
boogeyman. This foursome from 
the Golden State may have gone 
and dyed everything black on their 
first phonic foray but their roots are 
still showing. TT 1:^1 /2 



CARFAX ABBEY Industrial 

It Screams Disease 

Dancing Ferret Discs 

Though for the most part they 

sound like an uninspiring mix of 


don’t have nearly as much to say 



30 DAYS OF NIGHT Soundtrack j i 

Brian Reitzell 

Ipecac Recordings 

Pulsing, tirobbing and screeching like some 
primal vision from Hell, here Brian Reitzell 
distances himself from his prior ambient 
scores (including Lost in Translatiod), choos- 
ing instead to delve into experimental terrain > 

with concrete sounds recorded from a pottery wheel decked out with 
percussive paraphernalia, spinning at 280 rpm. Unlike the custom per- 
cussion instruments used by experimental Germans Einstiirzende 
Neubairten in live sets, Reitzell digitally processed his shrill and cacoph- 
onous sounds and layered them with throbbing electronic textures, sup- 
ported by heavy bass hits and drums. There are brief respites in the form 
of gentle tones that hang in toe air for a breath before a returning clus- 
ter of angry, ambient sound shatters toe fleeting calm. Virtually non- 
melodic, this is a fascinating amorphous work with disturbing textures 
that brilliantly evoke the fear of a darkened world populated by blood- 
thirsty rage. MRH 
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THE VISION BLEAK Metai 

The Wolves Go Hunt Their Prey 

Napalm Records 

Giving the finger to the vi^hoie “power in 
numbers” concept, German duo The 
Vision Bieak (Uif Theodor Schwadorf on 
guitar, bass and keyboards, and Allen B. 

Konstanz on vocals, drums and key- 
boards) has become the new metre stick 
in musical efficiency. Sounding like a five- or six-piece band weaned 
on the slick, de-tuned heaviness of Corrosion of Conformity and the 
vampire voice of Type 0 Negative's Pete Steeie, the pair's:third album 
is a grand, goth epic dressed to kill in timpani, marching snare, sitar 
and sludgy guitar worms that burrow into your brain. “She-Wolf,” “The 
Demon of the Mire” and “Evil is of Old Date" are standouts, but the 
real centrepiece, a triumvirate of tracks called “The Black Pharaoh 
Trilogy,” is the funereal heart of the matter. Punctuated by moments of 
thrash heaviness the likes of which Steele and co. haven't showcased 



since the Carnivore days, the vision may be bleak, but it’s aiso a mas- 
terpiece. TT 


Nine Inch Nails and a Paul WS 
Anderson movie soundtrack. Car- 
fax Abbey will score points with 
horror fans for taking on “Cry Lit- 
tle Sister,” that anthem from 
everyone’s favourite preteen ’80s 
vampire flick The Lost Boys, with 
results that are not disastrous. 
Taking their name from the abbey 
purchased by Count Dracula in 
Stoker’s novel, and using J-horror- 
like artwork. Carfax Abbey appear 
sinister enough in a gothy kind of 
way, but disappoint with dry lyrics 
about emotional and personal 
strife. It Screams Disease offers 
the occasional haunting, melodic 
number, but ultimately it’s just 
another forgettable goth/industri- 
al/metal mash up that’s not bring- 
ing any new blood to the table. 
AVL 1/2 



HARTS HORN/ASTRO AL Experimeniai 
Pet Noizes 

ASTROAL.COM 

This indie split between experimen- 
tal beat poets Astro Al and one-man 
space rock outfit Harts Horn 
promised to be the weirdest thing 
the Drome heard all week, and for 
once the press release didn’t lie. 
Astro Al, an experiment in B-movie 
audio weirdness, offers nonsensical 
poetry and storytelling about alien 
invaders and haunted houses over 
strings and sound effects. There’s 


not a lot of talent here, just a con- 
trived and almost immature effort to 
be as strange as possible, but the 
montage of sound clips from Bloody 
Pit of Horror on “Evii Organs” is 
worth a listen. Harts Horn is the more 
listenable of the two, a psychedelic 
acid trip of Hawkwind-like space 
rock, again complete with ridiculous 
grade-Z sci-fi lyrics. Joe Davis, the 
man behind the Horns, even includes 
some bona fide rock songs, but it’s 
when he delves into the ambient 
noise experimentation that the music 
is at its creepiest and most effective. 
AVL (AA) / (HH) 



SAPPY BELL Metal 

The Nightmare Chronicles 

Corporate Punishment Records 
Unfortunately named Sappy Bell - 
the latest in a long string of pseudo- 
hardcore bands caught in some nu- 
metal time warp - brings a familiar 
mix of meaty power chords, angst- 
riddled diatribes and melodic, radio- 
friendly choruses to an already over- 
crowded party. Like a grittier version 
of Linkin Park, sans beat boxes but 
with similar modus operand!, these 
Midwest metalheads break 
absolutely no new ground, spewing 
the same lame self-empowerment 
messages we’ve heard so many 
times before. Screaming it until your 
vocal cords hemorrhage and cover- 
ing it in skulls doesn’t make it evil, 
boys - this is an emo sheep dressed 
up in wolf's clothing. On second 
thought, maybe the band’s moniker 
is a good fit after all. The sheer 
amount of bands that seem to be 


churning out this sound is indeed a 
recurring nightmare - and one that’s 
been chronicled quite enough. TT ^ 



mZY BORDEN Metal 

Appointment With Death 

Metal Blade 

Talk about reinventing one’s self. 
Previously known for flowing gowns 
and instigating the hair metal scene, 
Lizzy Borden returns with Michale 
Graves-ish makeup, a band fes- 
tooned in corpse paint and an album 
replete with death (the title track), 
reanimation (“Bloody Tears") and 
plain old evil (the other nine tracks). 
Musically, Appointment With Death is 
sufficient, with thick low-end and 
squealling guitar solos that branch 
out past Borden’s cock-rock past. 
And technically the singer sounds 
better than ever, matching wailing 
choruses with gritty verse delivery. 
The problem, however, is that har- 
monized crooning and acoustic gui- 
tars worthy of Don Dorkken are far 
scarier than skeleton makeup and 
hearses... Even guest Erik Rutan, of 
death metal behemoths Hate Eter- 
nal, fails to add true balls to this bol- 
locks. KC SS 
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CnDUEp UiOCIT 

DOYLE WOLFBANG VON FRANKENSTEIN 

IS AUVE - ALIVE! - AND GRINDING HIS AXE IN 

GORGEOUS FRANKENSTEIN, ni 


IIIFffill 


MONGTE 


CARMA 


BYKETH 


W ith his muscle-bound torso, devil- 
lock and imposingly ghoulish make- 
up - not to mention verbose 
moniker - former Misfits guitarist 
Doyie Wolfgang von Frankenstein has been an 
icon of horror punk for a quarter century. Heip- 
ing to define the subgenre, his fingers have laid 
the fretwork for some of The Misfits’ most 
enduring tunes, inciudtng “Night of the Living 
Dead,” “Skulls” and “Astro Zombies.” 

Yet within those two-plus decades, Doyle’s 
fingers have been the only thing doing the talk- 
ing, While innumerable inches of column space 
have been dedicated to his former bandmates, 
singer Glenn Danzig and bassist Jerry Only, 
Doyle has remained mysteriously siient. 

Until now, with the birth of his horror punk trio 
Gorgeous Frankenstein. Originaiiy formed 
mereiy as a means of creating originai “perfor- 
mance" music for his wife, wrestling personali- 
ty and exotic dancer Gorgeous George, the band 
has been making a name for Itself over the past 
year, in no small part because of Doyle's musi- 
cal pedigree. The attention has resulted in a 
self-titled full-length album via Evilive/ 
Megaforce and an opening slot on Danzig’s last 
American tour. 

“After all this time, I really just wanted to do 
my own thing," sighs the affable New Jersey 
native in a subdued accent. “I wrote some of 
the songs from the (Misfits’] Michale Graves 
era. but these are all my own work." . 

: Completed by Blitzkid ex-pats Argyle Goolsby 
•-(Irass/vocals) and Jesco Devilanse (drums), and 
' featuring Gorgeous George's burlesque moves 
during live shows, Gorgeous Frankenstein com- 


ror, violence and brutality - 
all that shit I write about - 
is just great art.” 

Concerning his former 
band, Doyle makes no 
bones about where his alle- 
giances lie. Gorgeous 
Frankenstein finds him 
pairing up not oniy with his 
spouse, but also former 
bandmate Danzig as pro- 
ducer and band manager. 

Urged by George to rekindle camaraderie with 
him after years of disconnection due to person- 
al and business woes (which led to the dissolu- 
tion of the The Misfits’ classic lineup), Doyle, is 
thankful for both of their roles in bringing the 
band to iife. 

“She was insistent about getting us talking 
again, just to say hi. That eventuaily led to me 
doing the Misfits songs on tour with him a cou- 
ple of years ago and then to getting Gorgeous 
Frankenstein together,” he notes. 


bines both horror and sensuality. Tunes such as "-'Danzig took an active ham 
“Made in Hell,” “DevilGirl” and “Speedwitch" ment, band affairs and knob^iddiing 
showcase a style that unites the ’50s pop influ- nailed down the Gorgeous Frank^i^pp, _ 
ence of Famous Monsters-era Misfits with a of music for exotic dancers. Do^!coni 
suitrier, more decadent rockabiily fiavour - a were it not for Danzig’s interest, neitf^the 
sound that surprises even Doyle. . nor the persona of Doyle Wolfgang vofpFrai 

“I don’t listen to rockabilly but I write like that stem would exist, 
for some odd reason,” he laughs. “It comes off 
as that but it works. I guess the speed of the 
songs is for strippers. [Lyrically] I have ele- 
ments of ghouls and devils, the horror thing 
came from when we were kids, so it’s ingrained 
in me. The imagery of hor- 


“Bottom line: if he didn’t help me, tne^ vvall 
be no Gorgeous f^enstein. The man g» 
ray career twice. Fte taught me how to pla;^ 
tar and let me join The ^isfits when I 
sucked. 1 wasn’t good etwagh to be in the ' 
band... tm .-still not good 
enough to be in the band. He 
gave me a care^^ack then 
and he gave me a,^eer right 
now. He created he 
wants somediing ^he.'ijl do 
it” ..5^ 

However, such a profe- 
sional relationship comes ata 
price. Initially siding with 
blood in the Misfite debacle, 
Doyle defected 
camp to work with 

Not wanting to air dirty laundry, Doyle is 
striking down any musical speculation outside of 
Gorgeous Frankenstein. 

“As far as I’m concerned, there are no Misfits 
anymore. There could have been but there does 
n’t seem to be a chance of that in the future. The 
only person that could make The Misfits happen 
again is Danzig. The business between Jerry and 
I... is our business. 1 love him to death, he’s my 
brother, but I just can't work with him anymore, i 
don't think many people can.” ^ 


■ 
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:6-^'lllGHESI RATING IS THREE. GAMES REVIEWED GY ANDREW LEE 


HELLGATE: LONDON 

PC 

EA Games/Flagship Studios 
The year is 2038 and a huge portal has 
opened up in the city of London, spewing out 
twisted demons and other abominations straight 
from Hell that are intent on sucking your soul 
from your body and severing your head from 
your neck. 

Choosing from six different classes of com- 
batants, including sword-swinging Templars. 
Cabalists who cast spells and Marksmen who 
are incredibly effective with military weaponry, 
players tackle missions such as acquiring 
demon hearts, all while collecting upgradeable arms and armour. 

Although the monsters you’ll face are varied and vicious, combat is repet- 
itive, especially while moving through burned-out environments that, while 
incredibly detailed, offer little variety. Collecting “loot” is the coolest part of a 
game like this, but a horrible inventory system constantly inhibits you from 
collecting the number of items you might need to build new configurations of 
weapons. The multi-player function is equally lacking, forcing players to log- 
on to servers that are frequently down. You’d think that a game designed by 
the same group that developed Diablo II would rock, but Hellgate feels like it 
was never properly finished and is plagued by frequent bugs and crashes. 

If you don’t care about plot and just want to wander around killing things, 
this is the game for you, as only minor consideration is given to advancing the 
thin storyline. But, if you want a challenging experience to rev up that grey 
sponge of yours, Hellgate never makes it out of the, well. . . gate. 





"Ys"** ^ 

eUSIlEVIUIIA: ^ 

UtEQRAeUUIXeilROMK^ES 

PSP 

Konami 

Castlevania fans rejoice! Konami has finally 
released flo/rdo of B/ootf (previously unavailable out- 
side of Japan), given it a 3-D update and packaged it 
with an enhanced version of Casbevania: Symphony 
of the Night. Both games, plus the original not updat- 
ed titles come together for the PSP in Castlevania: 
The Dracula X Chronicles. 

Starring as Richter Belmont, players brandish his 
trusty whip as they try to rescue his girlfriend 
Annette, who has been abducted by Count Dracula. 
Annette’s sister is also a playable character with her own bizarre weapon- 
ry (e.g. doves, cate and a book that aps enemies with musical notes). 

Players battle through eight intricately detailed side-scrolling 3-D envi- 
ronments witii multiple patiis to choose from, each with its own difficulties 
and side missions, which en^le you to unlock new powers and songs from 
the original soundtracks. 

Overall, a solid update of a great old school spook-show scroller. 


GBAFKICS: Al/F 
PUnBlim: AAII! 
SHIVfBS:!/! 




PSP J - 

f^maml / 

You made It out of Silent Hill and survived all of 
its hellish monstrosities - just in time for a new 
title to grab you by the balls and pull you right 
back in. 

Available for the first time in a handheld format, 
Origins introduces us to Travis Grady, a truck dri- 
ver whose “shortcut” through Silent Hill has left 
him wandering the foggy streets, battling hideous 
abominations and looking for a way out. Luckily, 
Travis is no wimp and can take on any creature 
with his bare fists, as well as any items he can 
grab, such as shards of wood, crowbars and even televisions sets. 

1 was skeptical of playing the game on such a small format but Kona- 
mi has managed to brilliantly capture the forbidding atmosphere and 
sense of dread so prevalent in the other titles, including a terrifying 
soundtrack. To borrow a phrase from RM scribe Stuart Andrews, the wel- 
come addition to the franchise is “visually stunning." 
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BRIAN KEENE’S IMMITOfiOiV, THOMAS TESSIER’S THEMIGHTWMKERim 
rff/ACf BY JACK KETCHUM, RICHARD lAYMON AND EDWARD LEE 
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THE SILVER SNAIL 
367 Queen S1.W. 
Toronto, ON 
Phone: 416-593-0889 
www.sltversnall.com 


EXCAUBUR COMICS 

3030 BloorSt.W. 
Toronto, ON 
Phone; 41 6-236-3553 


STRANGE ADVENTURES 
5262 SackvilleSt. 


Phone; 902-425-2140 
wvvw.strangeadventures.com 


SUSPECT VIDEO 
619 Queen St.W. 

Toronto, ON 

Phone; 416-504-9116 

www.stispectvideo.com 

TATE'S COMICS 4 TOYS 4 VIDEOS 4 

4566 N. University Dr. 

Lauderhiii, FL 
Phone;954-748-0181 , 

www.tatescomics.com 
VUASHINGTON STREET BOOKS 
131 N. Washington St 
Havre de Grace, MD 
Phone: 410-939-6215 
www.washingtoiislreetbooks.com 


MUSIC 


(Stones Alley) 


HAVE YOU SEEN. 
321 Aylmer St N. 
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HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN 
1 516 Oanfortti Ave. 
Toronto, ON 
Phone: 416-461-1704 
www.iiGanteen.cam 
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THE GRINDHOUSE 
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Philadelphia, MS 
Phone; 601-389-5366 

HAPPY BATS CINEMA 
198L15Ave. 

Vancouver, BC 
Phone; 604-877-0666 


VIRTUAL HAUNTS 
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/ n April 24, 1896 a painting was put on display in London’s New Gallery 
y ^ f ttiat would frighten and enthrall Victorian audiences who flocked to see 
/ / its shocking subject matter. Titled The Vampire, it depicted a fiendishly 

beautiful female bloodsucker bent over the body of a young man, his 
bared chest punctured by her fangs. Resembling an image from a grainy sepia- 
tone photograph, her remorseless, ghoulish demeanour is captured perfectly. 

Painted by Philip Burne-Jones, the son of the famous pre-Raphaelite painter 
Edward Coley Burne-Jones, the piece was considered outrageous because of its 
overt depiction of sexuality and female dominance. (It provoked further controver- 
sy due to its reported ties to a failed love affair that the artist had with an actress 
which sent him into a deep depression.) 

Amidst the awe and scandal that the painting created, it also profoundly moved 
Burne-Jones’ cousin, prolific and popular British writer Rudyard Kipling. Regarded 
as a staunch Edwardian imperialist who preached the word of the British monar- 
chy, Kipling was so affected by the artwork that he took a break from his tales of 
India and British colonialism and wrote a poem ttiat would stand In stark contrast 
to his stories (The Jungle BooKj and previous poems (“Gunga Din”). 

Also titled “The Vampire,” the poem is divided into six stanzas and reads like a 
warning to any man who would follow a woman solely due to her feminine charms. 
It’s an exhortation that even though she may appear to be beautiful, she could be 
a vampire - and therefore a creature to be feared. 


A fool there was and he made his prayer 
(Even as you or I) 

To a rag and a bone and a hank of hair, 

(We called her the woman who did not care), 
But the M he called her his lady fair- 
(Even as you or U) 


Kipling’s idea of tiie vampire is far removed from that of the bloodsoaked Nos- 
feratu, Romanian counts and plethora of monstrous vampires that would follow in 
literature and film. Instead of sinking to the level of a ravenous animal, Kipling’s 
vampire relied on her sexuality as a weapon and successfully employed it to 
seduce her victim and trap him in order to strip him of his position and wealth, then 
finally drain him of life itself. 


The fool was stipped to his foolish hide, 

(Even as you or II) 

Which she might have seen when she threw him aside - 

Evil women had previously been depicted as old hags or crones, 
but this new image made the monster utterly desirable. It was a 
particularly troubling notion in such a conservative era, when 
female sensuality was considered unhealthy. Similarly, the poem 
refuses popular ideas of good and evil, as it ends on a bitter note 
without any chance of redemption. The vampire has acted on 
instinct, without empathy for her victim. 

And it isn’t the shame and it isn’t the blame 
That stings like a white-hot brand- 
It’s coming to know diat she never knew why 
(Seeing, at last, she could never know why) 

And never could unders^nd! 

Kipling was criticized for not offering any pity for the victim or 
admonishment for the vampire. Instead he placed the blame 
squarely on the victim, stating that men are powerless under her, 
and repeated the phrase “Even as you or I!” throughout the poem to 
reiterate that not only would the reader be susceptible to her guile 
but that the poet himself would be powerless against her. 

“The Vampire" succeeded in not only giving voice to Burne-Jones’ 
artwork; its viewpoint proved to be so enduring that in 1 909 stage 
director Porter Emerson Browne developed It into a play called A 
Fool There Was, which in turn inspired film director Frank Powell to 
helm a 1915 silent movie of the same name. Powell’s film starred 
popular silent-era actress Theda Bara, whose performance In the 
lead role of The Vampire was so alluring that it not only firmly 
entrenched the slang word “Vamp” in everyday language, it also set 
the template for how cinema would portray the female vampire as 
a predatory sex object. Ironically, it all came through the pen of the 
man whose most famous work involving fangs - the aforemen- 
tioned Jungle Book- was a far cry from the now-standard vampir- 
ic image of lust and danger he defined in “The Vampire." 

Last Chance Lance 



The Vampire (c. 1896), by Philip Burne-Jones, influenced Kipling’s 
poem. 
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UNRATED DIRECTOR’S CUT 


THE PRODUCERS 
OF SAW 


alecia Moore 


'NOT RA'reD 


RlLOW TUKCnV 
OF IIGIITS 
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RISING ON DVD 

2 / 19/08 


SHANNYN SOSSAMON 


f'S.T'ArOMRS 


SPECIAL 


"INSIDE THE CATACOMBS" 
FEATORETTE, COMMENTARY 
WmH DIRECTORS/WRITERS 
TOMM COKER AND DAVID ELUOT, 
STORYBOARD GALLERY 


LIONSGATE 

[NYSE; LGF] 


feel iwistediDictufea 

U£si ^ www.lionsgatedvd.com 

Program Content: © 2006 Catacomb Productions, Inc. All Rights Reserved. 
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